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DON HOWLAND 


Here's an individual I'd been hopped up to talk to for 
some time--the Gibson Bros were an absolute favorite 
during the seven or so years they were around, wild 
hick/blues/screaming feedback devil music played by 
roadhouse scholars tapped into the hard drinking, rambling 
soul of their forebears. Their debut LP Big Pirie Boogie was 
such a lightbulb event in my retarded musical development- 
-mind you, I wasn't around in the 1930's-that I can honestly 
& wholeheartedly number it among my 15 or 20 favorite 
deserted island discs or some such shit. Don Howland & 
Jeff Evans were that band's core--you need not look any 
further than a few pages to get Jeff's story--and following 
Don through the years I've always been duly impressed with 
his renaissance-man-esque forays into music writing, 
occasional short fiction, drawing, schoolteaching & as a 
rhythm and blues archivist. He's gone on to producing a 
more gutter-ified version of the Gibson Bros' wail in The 
Bassholes, essentially a two-man "home" operation w/ 
drummer Rich Lillash & whose new LP Blue Roots is a top- 
flite greased & grizzled corker. I interviewed the man via 
telephone (yeah, we finally bought one of those Radio 
Shack dealies for the office) in August '93. 



00W HOWLAND, Educator/Psycho 


SD: Jay DH: Don Howland 
SD: I knew of you as a writer before I knew of you as a 
musician, just from things I'd seen in magazines like Take 
It! back in the 80's—Were you writing about music before 
you were actually playing it? 

DH: I don't really think of myself as a "rock writer", I was 
always a fan who’d write about things I liked, and there's never 
been a lot of things I've liked so I never made any money at it. 
Chronologically, yeah, I started writing for a magazine out 
here called The Offense -did you ever see that? 

SD: I remember that, it was geared to more "gothic” rock, 
wasn't it? 

DH: Yeah, it went from a Joy Division-sort of thing to more 
4AD, but there was a lot of peripheral shit to that as well. It 
was kind of a personality thing with the editor—he was kind of 
a loner, I suppose. Like us all. It was a good magazine. From 
there I started writing a few things for the New York Rocker , 
the last few issues before they ceased publication. 

SD: Which was, when, mid-80's? 

DH: I think more like '80, '81. 

SD: Well I'd seen your name bouncing around in various 
publications like Take It!, like the issue with Chris D. on 
the cover you had something in there called ,f The Low 
Eleven” with a big thing about Air Supply which I 
remember as being pretty funny & vitriolic. 

DH: Well I had this job, up until I got this teaching job I 
thought it was the worst job I could ever possibly have, I mean 
compared to working at coalmining it wasn't so bad, but it was 
6 days a week & they kinda expected you to work 7, in a 
warehouse with 30-foot ceilings packing polyester pants in 
boxes & then driving a forklift down to the dock, constantly 
packing pants. I supposed to numb our brains they piped in 
this adult contemporary AM station at just gnashing levels, at 


a time when Air Supply had three Top 10 hits at the same 
time. 

SD: Yeah, I remember. That was my mom's big thing, 
when "lite rock” kinda ruled the airwaves. 

DH: That fucking voice. 

SD: Did you write any more for Take It! besides that one 
issue? 

DH: Well that was another magazine with a weird loner editor. 
He moved to Florida, and I think he had an issue on either side 
of that one. It was like Forced Exposure , it kind of hit its stride 
a little later. I moved to New York and thought I'd try writing 
for the Village Voice . 

SD: When was that? You weren't there very long, were 
you? 

DH: I guess it was ’83, probably. I followed a girlfriend from 
college out there—in retrospect it’s kind of a lame thing to do, I 
was kind of living off her I suppose, it was bad. 

SD: Plenty of people do it. 

DH: Yeah, and you don’t even realize it when you are. 

SD: So you started writing for the Voice then—just music 
stuff? 

DH: Yeah, the first thing I wrote-you know, I kinda hate 
talking about this because I never took any of this too 
seriously—there was some good stuff happening then though, 
the very first thing I reviewed was that first Del Fuegos single, 
which I really liked and of course they went on to suck, and 
the Raunch Hands were doing some cool stuff at the time, and 
I wrote about a lot of stuff that your magazine or you would 
probably hate. 

SD: Well I had thought your tastes were along the more 
"roots” side of things but I saw that you went off in 
reviews on Christmas & stuff like that, I mean I like a lot 
of different things as well, especially in the last year or two 














toward getting into older, roots or blues-type stuff, which I 
want to talk to you about. I understand you’re known as a blues 
,l historian , \ 

DH: (Laughs) I just had a lot of money at one point & went out and 
bought the Yazoo catalog. 

SD: That's what I'm doing now, anything Yazoo or Arhoolie 
that I can get my hands on. 

DH: I was right about your age when I was into that the heaviest, 
maybe that’s a quarter-century right of passage. 

SD: I don’t know, I'd have to say it might have something to do 
with checking the Gibson Bros' credits: ''Yeah, I'd like to hear 
the original ’Mississippi Bo Weevil"' and whatnot. I also just 
finished Robert Palmer’s Deep Blues and that was pretty 
inspirational. 

DH: That’s a great book, everybody should read that book. It’s 
lively, and scholarly, and once you get into that shit hard enough 
you find yourself reading transcriptions of blues lyrics & 
comparisons of different transcriptions, etc. You can do it kind of 
judiciously; like any music there's some stuff that’s so head and 
shoulders above the rest that you can really recommend maybe 
twenty records and get an idea. Those Yazoo things especially, like 
different collections of Mississippi stuff of guys that did only one 
or two records, some of that shit’s just as amazing as Nu gg ets or 
Pebbles . 

SD: Yeah, they'll do "St. Louis Blues 1916-1919" or 
"Mississippi Delta Region 1919-1920" and it's really selected, 
it's like, these people know what they're doing. 

DH: There were such differences between the regions. I find that I 
don’t like much of the stuff Last of .he Mississippi, even what was 
going on in Alabama & stuff, but like that little town of Bcntonia, I 


was driving through there and that was where Skip James lived, and 
where there were a whole bunch of guys that played like him, in 
that weird tuning that all these anal-retentive blues scholars couldn’t 
figure out what he was doing. There was this little pocket of guys 
who all played that way that kind of followed him, and I went to 
that town and there’s like 3 houses. It's hard for us to imagine. They 
were living in our century! You could be 30 miles from anyone else 
and be doing something real weird. Now it's like, everything is the 
fucking same. 

SD: Palmer made a good point about how the blacks in the area 
had that King Biscuit time radio show and that kind of fueled 
the move of these (bluesmen) around and then fueled the move 
up north to Chicago, where I guess the music kind of lost its 
innocence. 

DII: When it got electric and they went into bands that were maybe 
larger than 2 people it pretty much knocked out the rawness. Like 
the country blues guys, they forget a verse, they throw in a verse 
from another song, like stream of consciousness. 40 years later you 
get French scholars transcribing them. 

SD: You seemed to have found a fair amount of obscure stuff to 
cover in Gibson Bros, Bassholes—is there anybody in particular 
that stands out for you that you learned the most from, or like 
the most? 

DH: I like Skip James because of his personality and the real 
somber tone of his stuff—I hate the word melancholy, but you 
know, odd-sounding. Blind Willie McTell I like a lot; Charley 
Patton of course, that came out as a double album. I’ve listened to 
that so much. His stuff never really seems samey from song to 
song. I like it as he was getting sicker, toward the end, that’s when 
he recorded "Poor Me”. 
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GIBSON BROS, 1986 (l-r: Jeff Evans, Ellen Hoover, Dan Dow, Don Howland) 


SD: And "'34 Blues". He sounds terrible, and I think he died 
the next year. 

DH: Yeah, I never understood why Robert Johnson was picked (as 
the definitive bluesman). I guess his recordings were a lot clearer, 
and his guitar playing is obviously a lot flashier. You could make a 
case for either one of them. Yeah, it’s like at the same time it hit 
you was when I was getting burned out on a lot of rock bands and 
the clubs in general and started looking for something else. 

SD: Do you still kind of feel that way? 

DH: I feel that way a lot more now. I just went to Chicago to see 
those Drag City shows and I just can’t understand all those people 
smoking those fucking cigarettes. I love Royal Trux, they may be 
the only decent band going, really. Palace Brothers, I love their 
record, and I love the live tapes I made from holding my lunchbox 
cassette up, but seeing them wasn't quite what I expected. By the 
end of the last Gibson Bros tour, it was a blast, but just going out to 
see bands, it's getting kind of tough. 

SD: The Gibson Bros put out that first Build A Raft tape out 
and then a single on Okra Records-was that something that 
you had a hand in? 

DH: I think they came out more or less concurrently, and yeah, it's 
a label we made up because... 

SD: You couldn't find anyone else to put your stuff out? 

DH: Well I mean if you listen to that shit, who would? Other than 
the name I had nothing to do with the label, Dan (Dow) funded it 
with money from his record store; we all had ideas for what we 
wanted to do with it and Dan wanted to take some money from 
Gibson Bros profits, which were slight, to fund this label. Jeff & I 


pulled out entirely and said "Do whatever you want" and then he 
started putting out folkier records, perhaps a little more appealing 
to a wider crowd I suppose. 

SD: Whatever happened to him? I guess he still does that label, 
right? 

DH: Yeah, actually he's moving to San Francisco, he's kinda like 
retired, living off profits from the record store. lie’ll be an absentee 
owner. On one of our tours of the east coast we were playing at 
Maxwell's and you get a free meal there, and you'd leave a tip for 
the waitress. This time I had a twenty and a one, and I left the one 
down even though that was well under the accepted 15%. And for 
some reason he used that as a point of departure for all this stored 
hostility towards me that I had no idea existed, so later that night I 
was too drunk to sing, actually I think it was pot, which is really 
embarrassing, and I just couldn’t remember any words. He just 
started screaming at me, things like, "You're everything I hate in a 
human being". 

SD: This is on stage? 

DH: Yeah, it was pretty dramatic. I was so wasted it seemed funny 
to me then and it always has. I still really don't know, other than 
maybe I'm basically a prick is some respects, what I did, you 
know? My wife's a waitress and I usually tip like 25%, so it’s kind 
of ironic that of my myriad personal flaws that this would be the 
trigger for something like this, but I think he just didn’t like touring 
any more, he was a lot older than the rest of us. 

SD: So that was the last show, then? 

DH: Oh yeah. We* had one more show on the torn* that we played as 
a three-piece and we suddenly realized: it actually sounds better. 








Neither he nor Jeff could really keep time too well, so with 
one of them gone it sounded even better. Jeffs fuck-ups are 
like, good. 

SD: Well in the context of the Gibson Bros it sounds great. 
DH: Yeah, Jeffs a really good guitar player. Everything that’s 
’’wrong" with him is good. 

SD: It's probably working itself out better in *68 
Comeback now, 'cause it’s more feedback-laden than even 
the Gibson Bros were, and maybe that's better cover for 
that kind of fucked-up-ness. 

DH: Well, he lived in Memphis and I lived in Columbus so 
that made doing anything together kind of a drag, but he 
always talked about having a band where he would say 
something, and everybody would just do it. He’s kind of got 
that now, he’s got guys that revere him playing with him, to 
some extent anyway. It’s weird that his band is so fucking loud 
now, because when the band started, I was into the, I suppose 
the weird louder shit and he was into very pure country. He 
really knows his stuff for what he’s into, which is like, Charlie 
Feathers and the more deranged country/rockabilly stuff, and 
the stuff that came out of Memphis. He’s really into the ’’lore” 
there. 

SD: You can tell from the liner notes he wrote on your 
(Gibson Bros) last record. 

DH: Those were kind of done in mock-Charlie Feathers style, 
he put out a couple records in gatefold sleeves with the same 
kind of deranged, say-whatever-pops-into-your-mind style. 
Seeing it in the booklet, I think it’s really great. 

SD: I was going to ask you about Ellen Hoover as well. 

DH: Yeah, she was Jeffs girlfriend, and that's how she got in 
to the band in the first place. It was just that snare. I was 
playing the snare in the first place, I got really fucked up when 
we did that Build A Raft thing, 1 couldn't keep a beat & 1 was 
just like, ’’Man, just get Ellen to do it". 

SD: Was she already playing? 

DH: No. 

SD: That’s kind of the impression I got. 

DH: Very reluctant the whole way through, but she was 
singing at one point. She basically split up with Jeff when Jeff 
refused to get a job, he’s got a real aversion to working, and 
that kind of marked the second stage in the Gibson Bros 
operation. We had a revolving guitar line-up after that. 

SD: That was after the record with the Workdogs? 

DH: Well Dan was still around for that, it was sometime after 
that. 

SD: That's when I thought you guys were broken up, when 
the Couch Dancing LP came out I thought it was kind of a 
last contractual obligation. 

DH: Oh, thanks! 

SD: No, I love the record, but it was like, Jon Spencer and 
Cristina are not going to be permanent members of this 
band, and since one side was a sort of "jokey" side, and the 
other side was live, I thought that this is it, that's the end of 
these guys. 

DH: Yeah, we did the one tour with Jon & Cristina and the 
record came out shortly after that and we then did another tour 
of the east with Jon and our new drummer, and then we did the 
west coast with Jon and the new drummer. 

SD: How did that west coast tour go, generally? 

DII: It was nonstop fun and hilarity, for me, 'cause I sitting in 
the back seat or the passenger seat. I didn't have any vested 
interest in it ’cause Jeff was handling all the money, and Jon's 
van broke down a couple times so there was a lot of tension 


between those two. I was just like, "So this is Seattle", "So this 
is Missoula, Montana". It was beautiful, like being in a foreign 
country. 

SD: I've got a video of you guys at Raji's in LA where you 
got "Sticks" from "Happy Days" to come up on stage with 
you. How'd you hook up with that guy? 

DH: He was an acquaintance of Larry's {In The Red president 
Larry Hardy )—Jon was really into it 'cause Jon was like a 
student of pornography, but when Larry suggested that there 
was even a remote possibility that he’d jump up on stage with 
us Jon was all over it. I don’t think the rest of us gave a shit. 
SD: It seemed like the San Francisco show was severely 
underattended. 

DH: Right, you were at that. Yeah, that was the only show 
where I wore my "FMLN" cap and where anybody knew what 
it meant. 

SD: I think I’d just heard the day before that Jon Spencer 
was even playing with you guys. I*m a fan of just about 
everything that guy’s been involved with. 

DH: That first thing he did, the Pussy Galore Feel Good About 
Your Body . I feel that’s a real tight piece of wax, it really 
fucking cuts. That was a time when you saw a bowl cut like 
that and you thought, "Oh man, the Fuzztones...". I can’t 
remember what happened, I think I wrote him a "fan 
postcard", almost, and it turned out he had heard the Gibson 
Bros and he was a fan of ours, and we were a fan of his from 
real early on. 

SD: And you had played some shows with Pussy Galore 
out on the east coast as well. 

DH: Yeah, before that we played some shows with them here 
in Columbus, then they got us shows out in New York, and I 
think that’s what got us onto Homestead, although that was 
certainly no....well, the first show that we played with them 
out there at CBGB’s, for me playing there, I was into that shit 
real heavy back in the Television, Ramones days. I’d been 
there a zillion times but to play on the stage actually meant 
something to me. I proceeded to drink, like, two 40-ouncers 
within 40 minutes of going on stage, and I think Jeff was more 
or less as fucked up, and Dan was drinking real heavy then 
too, so I know I blacked out after the second song and we just 
kept turning up & up & up & up, and we all had really big 
loud Fender Twins at the time and it was nothing but 
overtones. It was just so deafening. Everybody fucking hated 
it except the guys in White Zombie, standing at the front of the 
stage going, (fiendishly) "Yeah...Yeah...". It wound up not 
being a weird thing at all (playing with PG), since we sounded 
like a speeded-up, maybe vaguely rockabilly-ish version of 
The Swans. That's what our live shows sounded like back 
then, they were just really fucked up. 

SD: Yeah, Larry was telling me about how you were trying 
to record the "Knock Down My Blues" single you did with 
him & how everyone, especially Jeff, was just too drunk to 
do it. 

DI1: Actually there's a version that goes over like 20 minutes, 
and it's so hilarious, of the takes that we did on that song, from 
the Sun thing. I thought it was the best thing that came out of 
the session but Jeff was so proud of that song he didn't want a 
fucked-up version to be released. It’s like a Wild Man Steve 
record, and it keeps getting worse and worse, you know, he 
was so fucked up. It was really cool for me being at Sun, but 
for him it was, what does the word apotheosis mean? 

SD: Pinnacle? 

DH: Yeah, and he was there. He just got so shitfaced. 





SI): That's the way to celebrate. 

DH: Yeah, and we all were, except for the drummer, who's 
pretty straight & doesn’t partake. It was like a whole novel in 
the space of the 8 hours it took to record that. At one point Jeff 
& I were on the verge of getting in a fistfight while everyone 
else was sitting in the control room watching us through the 
glass, just fucking cussing each other right in each other's 
faces, it was weird as shit. 

SD: So that was just one whole session where you went in 
and recorded in 8 hours? 

DH: Yeah, I think we went in at like 8 o'clock and finished at, 
whatever, 4 o’clock. 

SD: And then the band was basically finished after that? 



DH: Kaputski. I don’t think we played any more after that. We 
hadn’t planned on quitting the band then, it just kind of 
dissolved. 

SD: Were you doing anything on the side at the time with 
the Bassholes, or is that something you picked up right 
afterward? 

DH: No, that was just like waiting 6 months & saying, "Aw 
shit, there are some songs I’d still kinda like to do”. You know, 
the first side of Couch Dancinx is all home tapes, Jeffs stuff & 
my stuff, and neither of us stopped. His thing was he wanted 
to get a band together, and I just wanted to more or less be by 
myself and be like the guys that I really sort of revere the 
most. I mean I always look at it like, the best Lightnin’ 
Hopkins stuff is where he’s got a guy who obviously came 
over that afternoon and picked up the bass, and that guy Spider 
on drums, just really shambling type of back-up to his songs. I 
like to be able to fuck up and not have to worry about it. 

SD: Can you explain the photos on the back of that 
Bassholes Sympathy single ("John Henry” 7"), from the 
Kinky Encounters magazine? 

DH: Ohh...I will just say that, you know, like.No. No, okay, 

this is really fey, but I really like that 100 Flowers album and 
that song "Strip Club". I was playing it one night and there’s a 
guy sitting there naked...I don’t know, you don’t see it often. I 
thought that would be a strange effect. And the cigarette ad, 


it’s not intended in any way, you know, it’s just intended to be 
a literal version of the song, a metaphor for "Give me a 
blowjob”, you know, ’’Smoke my cigarettes". It’s just real 
blunt and stupid. The cover of the 1st single is the one my wife 
has a lot of trouble with, just this morning she was giving me 
shit about it. 

SD: It's just a drawing of two fish playing music on a 
stage, isn't it? 

DH: Yeah, but, yeah, if you look a little closer there's some 
more shit in it. She just thinks it’s real misogynistic. 

SD: I’m looking now, there's... 

DH: There’s like a pin-up, and a deflated sex doll. 

SD: Yeah, and a dick as a lightholder. Well, most artists 
are misunderstood. 

DH: Oh, well art, I don’t know. Yeah, most of the Sympathy 
ones are censored, there’s a black circle there but you can still 
tell there's an erection because of the shadow. 

SD: I’ll have to check that out sometime. I'm not going to 
hurry. 

DH: No, no hurry, it's just kinda funny to see the disgust on 
people's faces as they pick it up, then it has that sort of 
Unknown Comic effect, you know, it’s a cigarette. It’s just a 
weird set of pictures. 

SD: Do you have something similar for the next record? 

DH: Oh yeah, it’s really cool. It’s a takeoff on a Kent series of 
blues records that I bought. It's non-offensive, I mean I can’t 
anticipate any chafing. 

SD: Speaking of chafing, how much do you want to talk 
about the whole A-Bones thing, or is that just a completely 
dead issue now? 

DH: Yeah, it’s dead. I’d just say it’s a couple of people with no 
sense of humor, not me & Jeff but the A-Bones. It really 
surprised us. Jeff has never wavered on it, but at this point I 
win 6e eternaiiy pissed* uVai urey penlVaf uV<rt* naasra 1 i ViV JA?” 
Who Loved Couch Dancing right after it came out, after a 
couple of weeks. You know, we thought that was a good 
record, but all the reviews that did come out were saying it 
was unavailable. Did you see them on that split single they did 
with Southern Culture? They look like 55-year-old librarians 
dressed up in punk rock clothes. They (Southern Culture) 
offered me one and as soon I touched it my fingers 
started....blistering. 

SD: You were just in North Carolina recording with 
Southern Culture On The Skids, right? 

DH: Yeah, the thing to remember about them is that they're 
something that’s kind of rare: a total working band. Who never 
will have a record on a big label, probably. They're just a band 
that constantly works all the time and they’re expanded their 
radius from Chapel Hill to where they’re toured the whole 
country so many times. I guess the most common complaint I 
hear about them is they're gimmicky, but if you're playing 250 
shows a year to mixed houses, you know, you've got to throw 
some of that hoi polloi-pleasing stuff in. At the same time, 
Rick Miller's got to be one of the greatest guitar players going, 
just fucking mercurial , he can rip off anything. So going down 
to record with those guys is really funny 'cause I can’t play for 
shit and they're just great. 

SD: Have they been friends for a while? 

DH: Oh, we met them on a Gibson Bros tour, and I was really 
sold on them then. Have you heard that song "Clyde's 
Lament”? 

SD: That’s the best one they do. They played that out here. 
I didn’t even have to yell it. 




















DH: They used to play that with a strobe light on Rick as he was 
singing it, and he just held his hand up and waved it back and forth 
with three fingers held up. Real psycho. I was transfixed. They can 
be a really good fucking punk rock band when the occasion merits. 
Most of the bands in this underworld that you write about and I 
listen to, they just can't play their fucking instruments, you know. 
Rick, he could be playing folk festivals in 20 years. 

SD: I think I have one more real question: On the back of the 
Bassholes' In The Red single you have that ,f Fuck you to 
commercial television and federal government 11 and such. 
What's the root of all that? I mean, if you don't want to go off 
on your "political stance" I can understand. 

DU: Oh...well, I just really believe that. I get a lot of shit from 
people, like, "Oh, what are you trying to do, sound like a sub-Minor 
Threat record" or something. I think you can distill a lot of stuff 
down to some basic "fuck you" sentiments. You know, teaching in 
an inner city, my views have taken a more libertarian...the one 
publication I find myself most in agreement with is Fifth Estate , an 
anarchist newspaper out of Detroit. That movie "They Live" was 
like a perfect pop summation of the whole way I think about shit, 
that John Carpenter movie where the aliens use subliminal 
messages to basically guide people into being consumers, totally 
oblivious to anything that's going on. 

(With this Mr. Howland and I proceeded to solve once and for all 
the problems of the inner city, the federal government, and 
overpopulation as well. His perspective as a public school teacher 
on die schools themselves is fairly unique & very refreshing and if 
we weren’t such a simple, airy, soft entertainment magazine I’d 
print the second half of our conversation to the letter. 


Fine Bassholes & Gibson Bros recordings are available on In 
The Red Records and Sympathy For The Record Industry. In The 
Red: 2627 E. Strong Place, Anaheim CA 92806; Sympathy: 4901 
Virginia Ave., Long Beach CA 90805) 

Don Howland Discography: 

With The Gibson Bros: 

"My Young Life/Parchment Farm/Dirt" 7"EP (Okra) 

Build A Raft cassette (Okra) 

Bi g Pine Boo vie LP (Okra) 

Big Pine Booeie LP w/ "My Young Life" extra track (Homestead) 
Dedicated Fool LP (Homestead) 

Punk Rock Truck Drivin' Song Of A Gun collaborative LP w / The 
Workdogs (Homestead) 

The Man Who Loved Couch Dancing LP (Homestead) 
"Emulsified/Broke Down Engine" 7" (Siltbreeze) 

"Southbound" 7"EP (five tracks from Build A Rqft) (Glitterhouse) 
"My Huckleberry Friend/Old Devil" 7" (Giant Claw) 

"White Nigger/Minnie The Moocher" 7" (Sympathy) 

"Knock Down My Blues/I'm Driftin'" 7" (In The Red) 

"Mean Mistreaters" 7"EP (Homestead) 

Memphis Sol Todav l CD (Sympathy) 

With Southern Culture On The Skids: 

"Nakema/Johnny B. Badd" 7" (Sympathy) 

With The Bassholes: 

"98 Degrees In The Shade" 7"EP (In The Red) 

"John Henry/Cigarette Blues/Wooden Tit" 7"EP (Sympathy) 

Blue Roots LP (In The Red 



BASSHOLES (l-r: Rich Lillash, Don Howland) 













Monsieur Jeffrey Evans presents ... 

•68 COMEBACK 


Last year while poking around a couple of country & western pin-up magazines that had been clogging up the P.O. Box, I 
eyeballed an ad touting a new combo featuring ex-members of The Gibson Bros, Gories & Monster Truck 5, among others, with 
the heading listed above being pretty much all I needed to know. I was in the midst of a tremendous crying jag following the 
news of the Gibson Bros' demise & had been using their farewell Sun Studio recordings, the Memphis Sol Today! CD, as a sort 
of musical hankie. The brazen heralding of '68 Comeback's phoenix-like emergence, however, was just the buck-up this young 
soldier needed. 

'68 Comeback are the raw, tough & surly gristle remaining on the near-bare bone the Gibson Bros gnawed. Three guitars, 
one bass, tribal don't-give-a-fuck drumbeats & a acrefull of head-for-the-hills noise—it all makes a lot of sense considering the 
team players involved. Each of the 4 singles I've heard so far are hillbilly gems & the originals are among Evans' best-written 
songs ever; my favorite is probably "You Could Call Me Job" on the Sub Pop 7" for its underlying plodding C&W serenity all 
broke up & shook down by the feedback that squirts out at "solo time" (when Evans commands, "All right, rock", evidently 
people listen). Being predisposed at another job site when they brought their travelling rock-n-roll roadshow to town just hurts 
man, it fuckin' hurts. I could go on at nauseating length about the scarred roots records they’ve let dribble forth like so much 
fine moonshine 'cause it’s not often you get to watch a hero pull together the pieces of what made his former band so 
ripsnorting & then exceed it at certain inspired times. The addresses are a few pages away if you need a little help tracking one 
or another down. 

I wanted to fill in a few of the Gibson Bros blanks w/ Jeff that Don & I didn’t discuss, this being the "Post-Gibsons Super 
Spectacular" and all, as well as get an idea of what his new bunch of rogues were up to. My only regret is I didn't quiz Jeff some 


more about "Crazy" Jack Taylor—now there's a gentleman that 
tape recorder picked it up after my fingers did the walking. 

SD: Jay 

SD: When did you leave Columbus for Memphis and for what 
reasons? 

JE: When was July of '89, and I was just ready for a change. 
Originally Don & I had played in Memphis at different times with 
the Panther Bums & we both kinda liked it as a place to hang out. I 
didn't really know until 1 moved down here that those were like the 
highlights of the year, when 2 or 3 times a year Tav Falco would 
have a fest-kind of like a "counterfest", they have this Music And 
Heritage Festival. 

SD; Right, the Gibson Bros played that a couple of years in a 
row. 

JE: Yeah, and there's a Halloween party they have every year called 
Hell On Earth, I think the first time we played there was in '86 with 
the Panther Bums. About that time period, Don was thinking of 
relocating-I'm trying to think of what all was going on... 

SD: Were things happening with the Gibson Bros or were you 
not recording at the time? 

JE: We had just recorded and released Dedicated Foo l and there 
was a lot of tension in the band. We did a small tour of Canada and 
up the east coast, that would have been in April, I don't know, 
Homestead didn’t really push the album-we did a tour, then the 
album came out & was reviewed in Spin and they ran a picture of 
us—about that time period we had different reports from people 
who worked in the office there that Homestead was flooded with 
orders and they said "Aw, that’s OK, I don't think we want to 
reprint it". 1 think we knew long before that it was the wrong label 
to be on. Consequently during that same tour Dan Dow left the 
band, we did one or two more shows and then Ellen left. The band 
was in limbo for a second & me and Don had talked about moving 
to Memphis, and I made the steps and went ahead and did it, and 
while he was deciding he got accepted to graduate school so he 
committed himself to 2 more years of staying in Columbus. It was 
pretty much a death sentence for the band although I think we did 
some of our best stuff after the move, long distance. The only fun 
part we had to give up was the regular practices. We had Jack 


has the kids talking. We chatted one hot August night and my 

JE: Jeff Evans 

Taylor play one show with us, and he recorded on our Au-Go-Go 
and Siltbreeze singles. Around that same period of time we got 
involved with Jon and Christina. Of course I'd always dug the 
"Elvis vibe", the "Sun Records vibe"—I guess it's just all in your 
head, but I think I felt it when I first moved here but then it wore 
off, once I found that it was such a poverty-stricken place, such a 
depressing, lazy place. 

SD: Don was saying how you brought the more "pure country" 
or rockabilly feel into the band due to your having been so into 
the Memphis sound. 

JE: I would say so, Don was the blues half of it and 1 was the more 
country portion. 

SD: I think it made itself apparent later on with the stuff you 
were choosing to cover & sing and the stuff he was choosing to 
cover & sing. 

JE: Yeah, I think it was obvious from the first part of the 
band...well at least with the new band, '68 Comeback we've gone 
more toward "rock" but yeah, the stuff I was picking out for the 
Gibson Bros it was either rockabilly or country but we did our 
version of it. 

SD: Adding 18 billion layers of feedback to it. 

JE: I think once we discovered the fuzz pedal at a yard sale or 
something it was like, "Oh man, this thing makes your solos louder 
and you don't have to know anything to operate it". 

SD: Why-was there a period when your stuff was a lot more 
"pure" sounding? 

JE: Just those very first recordings we did with Mike Hummel, the 
Gibson Bros Build A Raft . and that Keepers EP. That's stuff that has 
mandolin on it & Rickey Barnes and other Ohio people that we 
used to do shows with. Later on we got more into wah-wahs and I 
don't think there was really a thought process to it, more like "Hey, 
let's try this sound". That was the beauty of it, that we weren't 
trying to be a Gene Vincent cover band or trying to be 50’s 
accurate. There's probably over half covers on the albums, but it 
was always us finding records at yard sales & finding other 







'68 COMEBACK (l-r: Linwood, Evans, a guy you can't see so well) 


photo: Dave Salvia 


selections off of compilation albums we found interesting or 
obscure. 

SD: How did you end up collaborating with The Workdogs on 
that LP (Punk Rock Truck Drivin' So mi Of A Gun )? 

JE: We had met them when we'd played in New York and 
Hoboken, they'd come to see our shows. There was a time period 
when we were going to New York pretty often, maybe three times a 
year or so, and we got to know them. I guess they'd been session 
players--they call themselves "The Rhythm Section For Hire" and 
they'd played with Half Japanese and Lydia Lunch, and basically 
they are, just ready to get up and go. Wc ended up doing shows 
with them & they ended up doing an album for Okra Records, and I 
guess we got the idea to do this supergroup thing and we weren't 
going to call it Gibson BrosAVorkdogs. It was to feature our band, 

them, and our friend Barry Hayden, who'd been in a 60's band 
called The Dantes, a garage band who’d been really really popular 
locally, like '65, '66. We were going to put it out on Okra, but we 
were under contract with Homestead at the time—Cosloy was there 

then, and he said, "That's no problem, I'll put it out on Homestead" 
which we thought was better at the time. You've got to remember 
where Homestead was then: Dinosaur, they distributed Nick Cave 
stuff, Sonic Youth, Big Black, etc. Anyway, they put it out, we did 
a few shows in New York together where we were actually doing 
those songs live, and it was one of those things for those that 
followed it, it was an interesting time period. I'm still loosely in 
touch with those guys. The follow up was, Rob sent me tape 3-4 
years ago of just a bunch of jamming. He said "Just jam on this 
cassette in "A" and add your guitar part and I'll try to mix it 


someday". And anyway, that came to be Workdogs In HelL which 
just came out on Sympathy. 

SD: Oh, you're on that? Credited? 

JE: Yeah, I'm on real echoey guitar with a/ whammy bar. It's not 
worth buying for my part. I think Don (Howland) might even sing 
on it. 

SD: I didn't even know. That was kind of a tough one to get 
through. 

JE: Their gimmick, it's just like that "Roberta" song, I mean, who 
ever heard of a 16-minute song. But if you live through it, you're 
better for it. On stage they were even more so...I mean. Rob'd start 
talking about news topics and any grudge he had that week, really 
funny & spontaneous. 

SD: Who were the folks on that "Monsieur Jeffrey Evans And 
LaFong" single you put out on Sympathy? 

JE: Kristoff Hahn, who also goes by Justice Hahn, is a German 
guitarist who I think is currently playing with Tav Falco. I had met 
him shortly after I'd moved to Memphis because he & Stephanie, 
his ex-wife, were in town. She was in a band called the Nirvana 
Devils. He was Alex Chilton's tour manager while Alex was 
touring Germany and Alex offered him the favor of, "If you ever 
come to Memphis I'll produce your album" or whatever, and so he 
decided to take him up on it. They had known of the Gibson Bros, 
and we just got together and played in my living room one day & 
recorded. 

SD: That was pretty much the single? 

JE: Yeah, we recorded about 8 songs, but that was what I chose to 
put out. The LaFong thing was from a W.C. Fields movie, the guy's 
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name was Carl LaFong and he'd spell it out: Capital L, small a, 

Capital F, small o, small n, small g. Which was not funny, to me, 
but to Germans, in translation it was like the most hilarious thing in 
the world. I asked him, "What's the name of your band" & of 
course the real band they were recording with was called the Kool 
Kings but he goes "LaFong" and it was like here's this German guy 
with Carl LaFong and that's where I coined the "Monsieur" Jeffrey 
Evans. We went to a club one night, and both he and his wife had 
platinum bleached hair—it was blonde anyway but they took it to 
platinum-and were wearing all black, & we went to a club to see 
Jerry Lee's little sister Linda Gayle, & there was a bunch of 
rednecks there. These people stuck out like a sore thumb down here 
in Memphis, right on the edge of the Mississippi border, and these 
rednecks came up & were like (in hick voice): "Hey man, you in a 
band or somethin'?", and he was like, "Why yes, my name is Carl 
LaFong, why do you ask?". He had this thick German accent and 
the redneck just didn't get it: "Hey fellas, he's from France!"~just 
insane, one where you had to be there. 

SD: You should've walked in with berets. I guess there was this 
period around then, almost for two years where I didn't really 
know whether or not the Gibson Bros were in existance or not, 

'cause a low-profile single would pop out every now & then and 
that was about it. 

JE: It was an iffy period of time but as I look back on it, late '89 till 
about early '91, we released about 5 singles & two albums, which is 
more than most bands do anyway when they're living in the same 
city. In the meantime I did the "LaFong" thing & I was on the 
Guitarrorists compilation so our name was kept out there. We did 
some live dates here & there, we toured in the summer of '90 and 
then the '91 tour which brought us to San Francisco. 

SD: AH IX of us loved you. 

JE: It was like last time (in San Francisco with '68 Comeback), it 
wasn't advertised & being a new band, it was hard to hope for 
much. 

SD: Yeah, I noticed before '68 Comeback went out you were 
doing ads in a lot of fanzines hyping your singles coming out 

JE: I'm glad you noticed. I tried to hype it as much as I could and 


Em still paying for the ads. 
Overall we did pretty well and to 
think that when we left town we 
just had two records that were 
brand new, probably hadn't even 
gotten to the stores yet—probably 
still haven't. We sold the initial 
500 (of the Sugar Ditch 7") & 
she’s repressing it and it’ll be 
well distributed. 

SD: I thought it was one of 
those 150-only deals where I 
just missed it by blinking. 

JE: Oh no, it's a Memphis label 
that’s put out a few singles-- 
Simpletones, a local band, and 
this guy Ross Johnson from the 
Panther Burns, he does this...I 
don't know if you'd want to call 
it comedy but he did that "Naked 
Party" thing with us (the Gibson 
Bros)-his record is kinda similar 
to that, just him ranting about 
childhood. 

SD: I was just going to ask 
you--what's going on that 
"Naked Party" song? Is it everything that I think is happening? 
JE: Well, I was going for the vibe of the Sun Studio-there was a lot 
of drinking. I was basically just dancing during that, Jon was 
playing drums, Don & Rich were feeding back on guitar and Ross 
was "reciting". Like I said, it was a pretty wild (Gibson Bros) tour~ 
Jon did a lot of the driving, so me & Don drank a lot and that was 
recorded right as we got back into town after that west coast tour. I 
was pretty up about recording at Sun Studios, but I presented the 
idea to Homestead & they said it was too much money, so we 
basically got out of our contract & paid the advance. Long Gone 
John was just happy to take it over and put out the record, so he's 
definitely been in support of us. 

SD: That for me is my favorite record you put out since the 
first one, it was such a good way to go out. 

JE: I thought we got lucky in that we had just one night to spend on 
it. Those guys may want to downplay the history of the place, but I 
thought there was some really good atmosphere there. When we 
were mixing the record, I kept hearing whispers and laughs that I 
couldn’t get rid of, like the drum mic picking up something that you 
couldn't mix out. 

SD: So are you planning to stick around Memphis for a while? 

JE: Well, I've been here 4 years. For the time being I'm kind of 
using it as a base for the band. Basically I got myself into the same 
thing I was in with the Gibson Bros—everybody I play with lives 
out of town. 

SD: Right, Jack Taylor (guitar) still lives in Columbus. 

JE: Yeah, and the bass player, Dan Brown, is from Jacksonville, 
Florida, and Darren Linwood (guitar) lives in Dallas, Texas. We 
got together for recording, and practice, and to do the tour, and so 
far it's worked out, but what we can't do is when someone calls you 
up & says "Hey, I want you to play this party" we can't do it. It's 
still early in the game & we're less than a year old, we're trying to 
work out a few things. Mostly I'm trying to get the records out. 

SD: Are you playing by yourself or with anyone else right now? 

JE: I don't necessarily like to, but a couple years ago I had a band 
called the Evans Hot Rod Gang, which was me & Ross Johnson 
and a couple of Memphis people who've been in various bands; we 
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didn't do a lot of shows but we played basic, traditional 50's rock, 
similar to what '68 Comeback are doing. Recently I've done a few 
shows with Ross, with just me playing guitar & him playing drums, 
both of us on mics with a bunch of yelling, pretty insane stuff. 

SD: I know Peg from the Gories was supposed to be a part of 
'68 Comeback. Whatever happened with her? 

JE: She was on all of the first session we recorded, basically all of 
the singles that are coming out, she's on them. We did one show in 
Memphis around that time period, around October of last year— 
she's been living in New Orleans, not Detroit. When we recorded I 
just saw it as a project, I didn't think anybody would want to tour 
on it, because they all had their own bands but I guess The Gories 
had just broken up. 

SD: Well I heard they were back together recently & played a 
New York show and then broke up again. 

JE: Yeah, it's kind of mysterious. She played one show live with us, 
and I had expressed the idea of doing a tour sometime and she was 
like, "Oh, well...", kind of iffy but positive. As it got closer I had to 
book the shows and I told her it would really help out if she were 
on the bill & people would really dig it, so she said "Oh, okay, 
count me in". I did all the booking myself, 42 shows, and then 2 
weeks or 10 days before we were to hit the road she called me & 
said, "You're going to hate me...but I can’t make it". I was like, 
"What’s going on?" and she told me she was settled, had a job at a 
convenience store one day a week. I said, "Yeah well, I can see 
why you don't want to leave that". 1 think she was winding down 
from the Gories & wasn't ready to make this her official band. So. 
she didn't make the tour, and we got someone else who quit his job, 
got a leave of absence from his job as a cook, and then did 2 shows 
with us in Memphis and got a call from his boss who told him he 
was paying some guy overtime & he wasn't going to do it for two 
months, so he bailed at the last minute, just days before the tour. So 
the guy I got was Greg Cartwright, from a band I go see here in 
town called the Compulsive Gamblers. He’s a guitarist for that 
band, but he was available . I asked could he keep a beat & he said 
yes, turns out he couldn't, but he was a trooper & kept a beat on 
most songs. He did really well on the rock stuff, you know, you call 
a guy up two days before a tour, he throws a t-shirt in a bag with a 
couple tapes, you know he's pretty cool. 

SD: Most of the drumbeats on the '68 Comeback songs I've 
heard are pretty simple. 

JE: Yeah, he was able to take just a snare and a tom. It sounded 
pretty good by the end of tour, so I figured we should record 
something. We did 6 songs for a 10-inch that Sympathy's going to 
put out so Greg'll end up being on that record. He really saved my 
neck. 

SD: So do you have someone else now? 

JE: No, I'm still deciding what to do for the "drumbeat position". 
We basically took the summer off. My goal originally was to get an 
album's worth of stuff out on 6 different 45's, and we’ve got three 
more on the way from Casting Couch, In The Red and Get Hip. 

SD: Any covers along the lines of "White Nigger"? That 
(Gibson Bros 7") was a real surprise. 

JE: Don gets credit for that. I thought it was a real atypical song- 
Don was listening to those kind of roots, which now are like 15 
years old, while I was listening to Hank Williams, Lefty Frizzell & 
Conway Twitty. A lot of the punk movement totally passed me by 
'cause I was so into country. 


SD: After reading your liner notes in Memphis Sol Today! I was 
pretty excited to check out Memphis on my recent trip around 
the US if only for a night but I guess, well, you've made it 
known it's not really all it's cracked up to be. 

JE: No, there's good stuff to do here, we just had the Royal 
Pendletons, friends of mine from New Orleans-2 guys that, you 
know that bonus live track on Couch Dancing . "The Way I Walk", 
those guys came up and sang with us on that cut—anyway their 
band is like a cross between Mighty Caesars/Headcoats, you know, 
and The Sonics & The Wailers. They played last Saturday, and it 
was just a really good, exceptional weekend to be in Memphis. 
They don’t happen very often. It's just one of those bands, if I had 
any money I'd put out ten singles of theirs, you know; in New 
Orleans they claim to have 15 fans and that's it. 

SD: You just mentioned something about the Man Who Loved 
Couch Dancing LP that spurred my memory—there's that cover 
photo, and then the note on the back about you having your 
fingers broken by the dancer? 

JE: That was a joke, from a country album by the Louvin Brothers 
called Satan Is Real . On the front they made this scene, they made 
a cardboard devil, and they put a bunch of coal around him and 
they set it on fire so it's like they're burning in hell. On the back 
there’s a disclaimer that says something like: "A note to our fans 
about the cover: the scene is comprised of coal, rubber and 
cardboard. It became a little too real, however, when it caught Ira's, 
sport coat on fire". Anyway, we were trying to refer to that. 

SD: Thank you kindly for your time. 

JEFF EVANS DISCOGRAPHY: 

With the Gibson Bros: 

(see previous Don Howland interview) 

With LaFong: 

"Music From Binghampton" 7" (Sympathy) 

With ’68 Comeback: 

"3x Loser/His Latest Flame" 7" (Sugar Ditch) 

"Chantilly Rock (And A Pony’s Tail)/AIl Night Long" 7" 
(Sympathy) 

"You Could Call Me Job/Where The Rio De Rosa Flows" 7" (Sub 
Pop) 

"Peepin' & Hidin’/Eager Boy" 7" (Casting Couch) 

+ "It Gets A Little Red/A Long Time Ago" 7" (In The Red) 
forthcoming. 

+ "Flip, Flop & Fly/He's My Everything" 7" (Get Hip) 

forthcoming. 

+ Sympathy For The Record Industry 10"EP ( track listing: A Little 
Bitch/In My Dreams/Dr inkin' Wine/Paper Boy Blues/Tennessee 
Rock N* Roll/Half Breed) forthcoming. 

Sugar Ditch: 142 Stonewall #7, Memphis TN 38104 

Sympathy For The Record Industry: 4901 Virginia Ave., Long 

Beach CA 90805 

Sub Pop: P.O. Box 20645, Seattle WA 98102 
Casting Couch: P.O. Box 2582, Durango CO 81302 
In The Red: 2627 E. Strong Place, Anaheim CA 92806 
Get Hip: P.O. Box 666, Canonsburg PA 15317 
Jeff Evans/'68 Comback: P.O. Box 12643, Memphis TN 38182 


CRIME 'Terminal Boredom" boot LP 

Probably a first-generation audience tape of the greatest San Francisco band ever copped live at the Mab in 1977, w/ nicely-packaged 
black/white graphics of the band in (get this) cop uniforms. First-gen for that era still means there's a heap of crud on the recording, but the 
pure bleeding squall of the guitars is there, some awesome discemable Jerry Lee Lewis vs. James Williamson in a Vivarin-gobbling contest 
songs are there, and it sounds like everyone in attendance was about to go out & set North Beach on fire. Nothing could stop guitarists 
Johnny Strike & Frankie Fix-the Wahl/Bagarozzi or Zedek/Brokaw of their time, wouldn't you say? Plus there’s 1,2,3, four tracks on here 
that are nowhere on the San Francisco's Doomed boot, w/ the opening "Raw Rumble" being a self-fulfilling prophecy of the highest order. 
All you hippies can just fade away. (Bootlegged by "Out Of Darkness" Records; no address) 
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HIGH RISE ** Sincerity from BIG'SOUATD 



Japan’s HIGH RISE are the "hard core 
speedy sound" cream of the celebrated 
stable of psych/drug/punk bands on 
the PSF (Psychedelic Speed Freaks) 
label, which have been distributed & 
heavily championed in this country by 
Forced Exposure mailorder and 
completely lost on most others. Their 
roster includes some longtime super¬ 
underground stalwarts vvho've been 
working at tunneling out a uniquely 
Japanese vision & approach to guitar- 
heavy trance (Fushitsusha, Ghost, 

White Heaven, Keiji Haino) for years, 
but High Rise just take the fucking 
cake. Twenty seconds into the first 
track from High Rise II ("Cycle 
Goddess") and I was totally floored— 
about ten seconds later it was over. 

You read a lot of stupid metaphorical 
phrases in this magazine—"over the 
top", "maximum distortion overload", 

"crazy, man, totally crazy", "Oh my god, far freaking out, I 
just can't believe this"-but High Rise are quite simply an 
amazing grafting of the stunning last minute & a halfs of The 
Stooges' "No Fun" & "1969" (w/ the new CD more "We Will 
Fall") onto the surging dynamics of the Von Lmo band , but 
played way faster & with more free-form room to move. 

They started out with a first album ( Hick Rise ) recorded at 
the Solger/Mike Rep school of absolute trash for probably 
about 5 yen, apparantly in 1984. Greater individuals than I 
have tagged this record as "completely unlistenable", but 
now that it’s been bootlegged here in the US by a mysterious 
cadre it's earned a certain amount of cognescenti respect for 
the unhinged music buried somewhere within its grooves. 
Channels will drop out only to return a few seconds later, 
vocals are next-to-inaudible when they're there at all, yet it's 
obvious there's something tremendous brewing in the land 
of the rising sun—Pink Lady it's not. 

If the first one gave Munehiro Narita a chance to play 
guitar hero for thirty minutes (half of it is one single crazed 
track, "Take A Trip"), High Rise II lets him go completely 
apeshit. Far and away the band's best, 1986’s II is screaming 
Davie Allen & The Arrows-style biker distortion wallop, 
again recorded in a wind tunnel but recently cleaned up a 
"tad" & re-released this year for gross public consumption by 
PSF with two extra tracks, one of which is a remixed 


"Induced Depression" from the first record. This is one & 
perhaps the only instance where a remix of a lo-fi punk rock 
record actually upped the wild lysurgic feel of the original. 
Their appearances on the two PSF Tokyo Flashback 
compilations are also exemplary free-guitar excursions 
within a loosely structured garage/psych/ fuzz context— 
"Mainliner" on the first one maxes on 11 for close to ten 
minutes, while "T-F-B" from the second "features" Keiji 
Haino, one of the aforementioned stalwarts, on incidental 
neanderthal shrieks. 

Dispersion is the latest High Rise CD, released earlier this 
year. It is very mighty in a sense, but it is not High Rise II .; 
seven years on, who’d want or expect it to be? The new one’s 
a stumble through a thick fog of drug-bruised psychedelia, 
with the vintage wah-wah pedals & distortion fuzzface boxes 
still a major part of the action. They sound more like the evil 
unruly twin to countrymen Fushitsusha than the biker-cum- 
methfreaks of the first two records. There are dense 
meandering parts when you might even want to spark up a 
couple candles and say "om" but I haven't tried it yet. 
Through the kindness of the gentlemen at PSF Records and 
through the gentleness of the kind man at Urchin 
Management, I secured this written and fairly exhaustive 
interview with the band, full of that skewed English we 
Yanks just love to laugh & point at. 


Asahito Nanjo / Bass, Vocals 

SD: Jay Hinman HIGH RISE: Munehiro Narita / Guitar 


SD: How did you three come together as HIGH RISE and how 
long have you been playing together? 

High Rise: About 1983, Asahito, Munehiro & Mr. Takahashi 
(drums) get together. It’s call PSYCHEDELIC-SPEED-FREAKS. 
1984, we changed it call HIGH RISE during we recorded our first 
album. 1985, Mr. Takahashi replaced to Mr. Ujiie. 


Yuro Ujiie / Drums 

SD:Are you aware of the fact that bootleg copies of High Rise I 
are changing hands in America? What do you think of this 
record now? 

Asahito: I knew it, everything's different than originals, especially 
sound, artwork. Still one of my favorite LP. 

Munehiro: I feel this is different sound because of member. So 
kind of rare groove. 









SD: Why did you remix High Rise II when it was recently 
reissued? 

Asahito: I can't satisfied original mix. 

Munehiro: I just remixed for CD version. 

Yuro: I wanna much more clean sound. 

SD: Who are some of the musical groups that have inspired you 
to play? 

Asahito: All of 1960's sound. 

Munehiro: Free jazz that I used to listen. 

Yuro: Early 1970's rock n’ roll especially PUNK. 

SD: Are there any current Japanese groups outside of the 
P.S.F. stable of bands that we should know about? 

High Rise: We don’t have yet. We don’t know. 

SD: Do you play outside of Tokyo very often? 

High Rise: Couple years ago we used to play there, but now...No. 

SD: What is the music scene like in some of the smaller cities 
compared with Tokyo? 

Asahito: Nothing. 

Yuro: It's only Tokyo. 

SD: Do you find that most of your records/CD's are sold in 
Japan or overseas? Have you ever thought about playing 
somewhere overseas? 

High Rise: We knew it Tokyo & USA. We'd like to play overseas. 

SD: Is your music moving away from the ’’psychedelic speed 
freak” blur of the first two records into a more drugged, 
relaxed version of psychedelia? 


Asahito: I never think it. 

Yuro: I can play much more naturally than when I joined it. 

SD: Munehiro, how many effects pedals or boxes do you use on 
stage? The first description of HIGH RISE I ever heard was 
’’Like a really fucked-up Stooges with a guy who thinks he's 
Jimi Hendrix on guitar”. 

Munehiro: A.) I used to use 3 pedals & Fuzz box. Also reverb & 
tremelo, from amplifire. 

B.) I never think that. I don't mind about listener who 
feel my guitar playing. 

SD: Are any of you religious or have a fascination with 
religion? The song titles on Dispersion conjur up religious 
imagery even if the music does not. 

Asahito: I just sing it by my side. I'm not religious. 

SD: What do each of you do when you’re not making music? 
Are you able to make any money playing? 

Asahito: I always think about my sound. 

Munehiro & Yuro: Ordinary life. 

SD: Anything else you’d like to add? 

Munehiro: I'd like to listen our LIVE PERFORMANCE, then. 
Asahito: Please feel our sincerity from BIG-SOUND. 

Yuro: If I have a chance. I’d like to play overseas. 

Contact: 

P.S.F.: Terada Bid. 2F, 2-45-11 Matsubara Setagaya-ku, Tokyo 
JAPAN. 

Forced Exposure Mailorder: P.O. Box 9102, Waltham MA 02254- 
9102. 
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FACES FROM THE SEVENTIES 


Revival houses in my town as well as others I've visited have of late been lathing on to a peculiar strain of 1970's American 
filmmaking devoted to variations of personal alienation, to derailed promises of the 60 s ending in broken spirits & burnt dreams, and to 
the decay of the American metropolis and the lost people in it left spiritually dead by those who Red its coiled-up tension. Home video is 
also starting to chronicle films that perhaps drew a fledgling arthouse or college campus crowd during their all-too-brief releases but were 
too intense to make the rounds on the subsequent late-night television circuit and therefore languished for years in the memories of a mere 
handful of critics and revivalists, whose determined efforts have brought many of these dramas mlo the belated critical respect they 
deserve. The Roxie Theater in San Francisco recently showcased a weeklong series of practically forgotten American 70's films, a series 
which they dubbed "Faces From The Seventies"; among them were four of the following Til "discuss" as well as Who'll Stop The Rain , 
Cockfighter , Mikey And Nickey , and The Late Show , titles all stored in the recesses of my 1970’s memories but that were also shuffled off 
the screens within their first couple weeks of release. 

I can't pretend that the following films have a tremendous amount in common other than the fact they're among my favorites in a genre 
of fairly depressing, hyper-realistic and sometimes unconventional filmmaking, or that I actually know the first thing about film theory or 
indeed anything of film history. I don’t. I do feel they're all connected in their grittiness and eloquence in letting particular worlds, 
grotesque and unpleasant as they may be, unfold and reveal themselves. Some of the more well-known films in this made-up genre are 
Five Easy Pieces , Taxi Driver , Midnight Cowboy , One Flew Over The Cuckoo's Nest , etc., films that were duly noted as the future 
classics they are while equally great smaller films were slipping through the cracks. 

I don't have names for a lot of the actors but I'm also going on memory here-most of these were seen in a theater, without notebooks or 
presskits. The future of these films and the many I’m sure I haven’t seen lies in home video-many are being reissued now thanks to the 
demand raised by the revival houses and to the sharp rise of American independent filmmaking success stories. Here are eight that Ive 
seen that meet my flimsy criteria and that have all made recent trips through town. 


DUSTY AND SWEETS MCGEE (1971, dir. Floyd Mutrux)- 
Junkies-lots of ’em-in an all-too-authentic quasi-documentary shot 
for $56,000 on the sprawling streets & weekly-rate hotels of Los 
Angeles. Floyd Mutrux made about as stark & hit-and-run a film 
about heroin addicts' alienation and complete separation from 
society-at-large as possible, keeping the characters balanced 
enough to permit a kind of desperate grasping humanity fighting its 



GENA ROWLANDS in A Woman Under The Influence 


way through the fog of complete & utter addiction. Better yet, the 
story goes that the actors & actresses were all real live dope fiends 
& that Billy Gray, the film's one true character actor (& not 
coincidentally the best part of the movie), was in real time a txied- 
and-true junkie at least sometime before the making of the film. 
Someone in our party passed out during the tender moment where 
half of the continually nodding teenage couple shoots up his 
wincing female companion in her gums—few punches are 
pulled w/ regard to graphic tying-off-and-spiking-up scenes, 
but the film, unlike last year's extremely disappointing Bad 
Lieutenant , doesn't wallow in misery for its own sake; 
following almost no plot lines, it actually allows certain of 
these forgotten souls to ambiguously move past their own 
• tragic day-to-day worlds & exert a kind of comic flip-off to 
society's ever-changing (especially for the lime) mores. 


PANIC IN NEEDLE PARK (1971, dir. Jerry Schatzberg)- 
The panic, of course, is when there’s not enough skag to go 
around for the close-knit cluster of hard-core addicts in NYC’s 
"Needle Park" area (72nd & Broadway). This movie takes the 
reality of dope addiction & shoves it in your face to greater 
effect than even Dusty & Sweets McGee did in that there's a 
discernible sympathetic character in Kitty Winn’s Helen, who 
seemingly stumbles into the movie from an ill-defined 
relationship w/ a young Raul Julia into a ill-fated relationship 
w/ wiseacre junkie Bobby (A1 Pacino in his first major role). 
Her performance is an amazing downward quick trip from 
bemused and naive girlfriend into part-time "chipper" to 
Bobby’s chagrin, dropping quickly into the full-blown life of 
the addict, turning numerous tricks, lying to herself about her 
ability to quit & then the final act of desperation, turning her 
lover in to an undercover cop to avoid doing time. When "the 
panic" hits-the result of several kilos of heroin being 
intercepted by the feds-things get real ugly; everyone rats on 
everyone else and petty to not-so-petty crimes skyrocket. 
Bobby & Helen are able to take a relative "high" road when 
Bobby becomes the point man & top dope-peddler in Needle 
Park via his connections w/ the local drug barons, but the 
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complete breakdown of their relationship is only hurried as Helen is 
now able to get even more smack while her "new friends’ go crazy 
in the streets due to the panic. I didn't realize that Joan Didion did 
screenplays, but she wrote quite a part for Kitty Winn and the 
scenes of Helen nodding off 8c coming to in their local coffee shop 
are among the most realistic and depressing I’ve seen. Anyone 
know of any other films she's in? 

THE GAMBLER (1974, dir. Karl Riesz)-- A little more 
predictable than I like-big-time gambler gets heavily into debt & 
boy is the mob pissed—but The Gambler relies more on a character 
study of James Caan (as "The Gambler") as he weasels his way into 
& out of various money-losing schemes, and is altogether gripping 
near and right at the end, where Caan purposely destroys himself 
because losing has all along provided him w/ more of a perverse 
masochistic buzz than a streak of winning ever has. He’ll play a $20 
game of inner-city playground basketball w/ black & Puerto Rican 
teens as easily as he'll jet to Vegas w/ Lauren Hutton to roll a five- 
figure game of craps—somehow losing to the point of facing death 
sticks more fire in his belly than his college professorship, his 
snazzy big-collar 70's shirts & getting to sleep w/ Lauren Hutton 
combined. At one point the slimy mob thugs kidnap our hero and as 
he's left pacing in a basement waiting to get his legs broken, he 
pulls a light switch connected to a bare bulb right over his head 
only to fin d-the bulb is out.. Damn! No ideas! His liaison w/ the 
mafia, played by Paul Sorvino, convinces him to put absolutely 
every thing on the line over his college's basketball team and one 
single game-Caan organizes a fix that nearly fails (a fine use of 
sports drama by the director)-and when it doesn't 8c he's clean w/ 
the mob he finds a way to lose a part of his right cheek anyway. 
Another excellent soul-searching Caan film from the 70’s is Hide 
In Plain Sight 8c is probably easier found. 

PAYDAY (1972, dir. Daryl Duke)-The unfortunately named Rip 
Torn is the bravura star here, playing a country singer just 
beginning to receive a taste of stardom and the traps & trappings 
that come with it. One of the great things about this extremely well- 
detailed drama is that the seeds of Tom's (as Maury Dann) self- 
destruction are sewn in a scant 36 hours, during which he discards 
cheap groupies he meets on the road just as easily as he picks them 
up (& with them his magnetic star-power persona), and watches his 
upward swing in the Nashville world come crashing to a literal and 
figurative end in those wild 3 days. The most discomforting scenes 
involve a very young and fascinated groupie played by Elayne 
Heilveil, who slowly realizes a little bit too late that the man she s 
blindly worshipped on stage is a reckless alcoholic, a popularity-fed 
egomaniac and later on a unwitting murderer as well. Most of 
Dann's entourage 8c sidemen accompanying him on tour begin to 
defect from the charade that Dann is encircling them all deeper 
into; rather than braking Dann's self-destruction, this continues to 
drive him further yet into a inner hell fueled by the bottle and cheap 
one-night backseat comfort. Charles Champlin wrote in the LA 
Times and in the book Produced And Abandoned: The Rest film s 
You've Never Seen that "One of the satisfactions of the movie is 
that it acknowledges that in country and western music the basic 
life experiences arc transposed into song fairly directly. We see 
Dann working at it, but the process is not romanticized. It seems to 
arise somewhere between compulsion and ambition, as a fact of 
life". It's a vein that was tapped well by Robert Duvall in the later 
Tender Mercies , but that film got the Oscar while this one very 
undeservedly received the dustbin. 

FINGERS (1978, dir. James Toback)-It’s been a fruitful couple of 


years for Harvey Keitel since just about everybody 8c his uncool 
niece raved about his performances in Reservoir Dogs 8c Bad 
Lieutenant , prompting the revival-house circuit to dust off their 
copies of Mean Streets and the like—other than Reservoir Dogs, 
which holds a special place in a hopefully widening pantheon of 
90's filmaking that we'll get to around Superdope #17, Fingers is 
the best of the lot I've seen. Keitel plays a boyish piano wizard rife 
with personal complexities; as a loner w/ almost idiot savant-like 
musical qualities but completely unable to play for anyone but 
himself; as an obsessive would-be sexual partner to a beautiful 
woman crazier than he (Mia's sister Tisa Farrow) who 11 have 
virtually nothing to do with him; and as a reluctant fall guy for his 
father's mob activities who just happens to be as ruthless a score- 
settler as any old country cosa nostra. If a discernible plot has to be 
revealed it'd be less the spiral into bloodier revenge killing for his 
father's own undoings than as a spiral into personal realization that, 
for all his gifted musical talents & worldly exterior he's really just 
cut out to be a tough-as-nails thug. The film ends with a panting, 
knowing Keitel staring at the camera for about 20 seconds, one 
scene after he’s splattered a mafia kingpin’s brains all over a 
stairwell. Sexual comic relief is provided by blaxploitation 
superstar Jim Brown as well. 

A WOMAN UNDER THE INFLUENCE (1974, dir. John 
Cassavetes)—Up until right about now the grand majority of 70 s 
films from John Cassevetes were not available on home video-this 
came out last year. Killing Of A Chinese Bookie followed over the 
summer this year, and Opening Night and Faces are up next 8c 
may be out by the time you read this. There was a Cassavetes 
retrospective at the Roxie in San Francisco about two years ago that 
had practically everyone I know falling all over themselves, so I 
just had to break down & check out this previously unheard-of film 
on its last night- jesus h. christ. I walked out of the theater trying to 
decide whether or not I'd just seen the greatest movie ever made or 
if I simply needed a good stiff drink-24 months later I'm still 
wondering & needing that drink. Its arrival on video is a major 
event and is making some retrograde waves for Gena Rowlands' 
currently inactive film career and as well it should. 

I'd surmise this takes filmatic realism to its highest plain, in that I 
don't know if I've ever felt so enraptured 8c wound up in characters' 
lives as I have while watching this. Rowlands plays a mom like a 
lot of moms you may know: a little bent out of shape, perhaps more 
than a bit eccentric, perhaps a little too highly strung; except she 
takes it to that dilemmatic region that society is still trying to come 
to grips with: merely eccentric 8c odd or full-blown mentally ill? 
(And what should the "normal" do about it?) Her husband is played 
by Peter Falk, yeah I know what you’re saying: There's no way I 
could watch "Columbo" in a serious role, but he is frankly fantastic 
as he begrudgingly commits his reluctant wife to an asylum for 
"treatment" and very unsolemnly struggles to live with himself and 
his confused children for his decision. Rowlands commits an 
embarrassingly hilarious series of public faux pas all in the name of 
entertaining herself, stuck as she is in the middle-class mommy 
trap" with a workaholic husband and no time or allowance for any 
real friends of her own. Her character is acutely funny, sympathetic 
and bizarre, but when she vanishes from the film midway 
everything boils under in anticipation of her return. 

This welcome home from the asylum/treatment center is so well 
acted by everyone involved it has an exhilarating kind of 
documentary/Loud family feel to it that creates incredible internal 
tension in a family desperately trying to forget what they’ve done. 
Even the children are perfectly cast. I especially revere the woman 
who plays Falk's mother, always hissing the wrong thing at the 






THE KILLING OF A CHINESE BOOKIE 


wrong time, and the "gentle doctor" who hustles Mabel (Rowlands) 
away after tranquilizing her and is back at the homestead to 
painstakingly greet her upon her return. Yet it’s primarily the 
combination of Cassavetes' unique camera techniques and 
Rowlands' disturbingly real performance that makes this film—can I 
say it?—a master work. The ethical questions raised by it are not so 
much kneejerked by their combined treatment of Mabel's supposed 
illness as left to the viewer to interpret as he/she sees fit 

THE KILLING OF A CHINESE BOOKIE (1976, dir. John 
Cassevetes)—Part Two of the Cassavetes home video series, and if 
my scouring for his other films was as thorough as I think it was, 
only Gloria and A Woman Under The Influence are readily 
available at this writing (please let me know if I'm wrong). This 
film resonates with a distinct style (long pans, dim lights, quick 
dialogue, jumbled scene ordering, loosely-elaborated plot) that'll 
turn off a few folks and have a handful more bowing down. 
Consider me in with the latter. Ben Gazzarra is a Sunset-strip nudie 
club owner who presents a strange kind of nightly cabaret/strip 
show & tries vainly to convince himself by decorating his empty 
life w/ beautiful vacant women & a chauffeur-driven limo that he's 
"got the world by the balls". He loses $23,000 in a quick night of 
gambling yet doesn't have the resources to pay it back, landing him 
in the proverbial deep shit with a gambling ring ready to snuff him 
out (sound familiar?). They leave him the option of drawing upon 
his Korean War experience to kill a well-guarded Chinese 
underworld kingpin or face a immediate & bloody death himself. 
Since this premise is barely developed, the deed is quickly over & 


done with and the film then recoils into a study of one man's 
screwed-up and screwed-over life. We watch him stoicly dying 
from a gunshot wound as he taxis all over Los Angeles, we watch 
him survive a double-cross from die bad guys, and we watch him 
rattle off a few bizarre truisms in his eerily depressing club before 
the film abruptly ends. This film, like Scorcese's Mean Streets , is 
very much a product of its time frame and exists less as an 
entertainment device than as a glimpse at the alienation & 
vanquished lives of some of the bigger cities' forgotten edge 
figures. Films like this seemed to flourish in the 1970's and I'd be 
hard-pressed to name one outside of John Sayles' City Of Hope 
from the last few years that reaches deep down into this level of 
pure grit. Shame. 

FAT CITY (1972, dir. John Huston)~Of the films you and I have 
discussed in this forum thusfar. Fat City is my unsung pick of the 
litter outside of A Woman Under The Influence , which it rivals 
closely in feel and emotion. A wandering, beautifully filmed story 
of a could-have-been-a-contender alcoholic boxer making a half¬ 
hearted try at regaining his old form, the film features some truly 
moving performances from Stacy Keach, Susan Tyrell, Curtis 
Cokes & Jeff Bridges, and takes place in the depressed locale of 
Stockton, CA. I've felt wiped out both times I've watched it, & then 
had to go find a little room to cry in. Charles Champlin said in the 
LA Times that director John Huston intimately "knows grifters, 
hustlers, losers, soiled ladies, small towns, side streets, the smell of 
dust, sweat, fear and failure and the metallic taste of your last thin 
dime", and as utilized here he gives us a microcosm of the 




































































hopelessly defeated part of the human spirit. 

Keach rolls into Stockton looking for any kind of pick-up fight he can 
finagle that might net him a couple of bucks & an ounce of self-worth; 
he happens upon a young & naive Bridges, who's just getting started at 
receiving a taste of loss mixed in with his own blood. The two are 
juxtaposed in a kind of old dead-end loser/new dead-end loser motif, 
with neither man portrayed too unsympathetically, always with a certain 
sense of humility. I like how Keach's character continues to unravel just 
as we think were getting to understand him—the scene where he sings "I 
can count on you—You can count on me" to Susan Tyrell in a bar 
(naturally) is thoroughly bizarre & unsettling. She is amazing and 
hilarious as a worn and past-it bar maiden with too much makeup 
grasping at any vestige of kindness from Keach while her husband 


(Cokes) is in jail, presumably for assaulting a local redneck 
uncomfortable w/ the interracial couple. Cokes, as Earl, only gets off a 
couple lines in a minor role, but I love the contradictory script that 
allows the drunk Tyrell to build up an image of a murderous wifebeater 
who’s shown on camera to be docile and far too accepting of his wife's 
personal destructiveness. 

Like the cream of this "genre" of 70's films, the ending is decidedly 
unwarm & fuzzy, and like another of Bridges’ movies from this time 
frame, Peter Bogdonovich’s The Last Picture Show , it makes me real 
real glad I never had to spend much formative time in small towns. Fat 
City is, if I may use a tired cliche, a dark glimpse at the wrong side of 
even the most meager of American dreams & is easily one of the 10 
greatest American films I've seen. 


JON SPENCER BLUES EXPLOSION "Extra Width" LP/CD 

I was going to try & coexist with this one a little longer before making you go buy it but I just saw the Blues Explosion play an 
incredible jaw-dropper of a set last night & so I’m a little wound up. Spencer had some form of laryngitis & they had cancelled the 
previous night's engagement in Portland but it simply meant that he could only choke up a cool fluctuating growl instead of the many 
wacko throat contortions displayed here. 

Just when you thought they might've settled into a "comfortable" albeit manic trash & squeal groove on the last couple of jukebox 
singles they have to go and do this-how in tarnation do you think they get away w/ piecing together Crime-like guitar off-note fuckcry 
with an obvious reverance for wild demon blues music, 70's pimp-shuffle soul music and honcst-to-god-bless-American punk rock 
music? While letting a very large man crash away on very minute drums? Confound it all, they do it and no one but no one sounds like 
this. Not even a spoonful of patience is displayed during any particular "stanza" and before you've gotten used to where you're at on 
Extra Width you’re not exactly there anymore and Spencer & Co. are leading a cattle stampede down the slope of some detonated riff w/ 
Spencer as the herd caller barking out instructions. And even that’s not entirely fair because if I learned anything last night it's that 
Judah Bauer (Judah!) is every bit as adept & crazed as Big Daddy is on guitar & then some. 

This record takes them to the next level in a universe they're busy carving out w/ the pickaxes of their forebears, where neither the 
method nor how you proceeded from Tab A to Slot B essentially matter, where neither the riff nor the shout, nor the unsubtle 
deconstruction of pedestrian rock is king but exist in some unholy combination thereof. They were probably the best live band I saw last 
year-they'll undoubtedly be the best live band I see this year, and any slobbering coming their way is dripping there for a reason. 
(Matador; 676 Broadway, New f York NY 10012) 
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Not a great deal many records the last decade have made as immediate an impact on me as COME's Eleven: Eleven or the "Fast 
Piss Blues/I Got The Blues" single that preceeded it by a few weeks have—for that matter I've only seen a handful of live rock 
bands with the singular turbulent intensity and clamoring sonic rush of Come's Bay Area shows last April. I wouldn’t pipe down 
about them for many a month and still have found no reason to, not with a new record & tour coming down hard & fast, no way. 
Being a mental list-maker and figure-talleyer of the most heinous sort, I can't help but mention that COME are quite probably my 
favorite band in the world right now, and that Eleven: Eleven is my #1 favorite and most-listened-to record of the past two years. 
There, I said it. 

Thalia Zedek's had her name fanatically bandied about by upstanding representatives of the east coast rock-crit/hip priest circuit 
for years & years now and other than the fantastically vanquished sound whirlpool she and others unleashed in the form of the 
band UZI and their ’86 EP Sleep Asylum . I haven't had the opportunity to keep tabs on her. Something always rattled me about 
Live Skull, and once Uzi disbanded and she started singing w/ them I found it mostly a case of too little, too late, with some 
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disturbingly ferocious song-to-song exceptions. A few years 
pass, I pick up a Newsweek for some intense & deeply hard¬ 
hitting political coverage, and what do I find but a puff piece 
on the burgeoning grunge rock movement (which up until 
that point I had been completely unaware of), and which 
indie band will next climb that sacred rung to major-label 
mass whatever. I'd never heard of her new band, COME, 
who were mentioned in the article, but not many weeks later 
I gave a cursory once-over to their "Car/Last Mistake" 7", 
thought it OK in swirling sort of lower east side/dense guitar 
tomfoolery way, and then forgot they existed. (P.S.—This 
record is tremendous. I don’t know what my goddamn 
problem was). Then late last year the "Fast Piss Blues" 
single arrived in the mailbox, and it was a stupifyingly 
glorious revelation. If this isn’t one of the best songs (or 
records) my generation is going to have the supreme 
pleasure of swinging to then my name's, well, um, my 
name’s going to stay the same either way but you really 
ought to hear this record. 

COME are also made up of gentlemen who’ve played & 
created w/ some fine outfits flung across the greater US, 
Codeine & the Barbeque Killers among them. What makes 
them such an incredibly unique entity is their ability to 
bombard yet soothe—they reach for the darkest of musical 
corners via frenzied circular fluidity that is all about 
whirlwind construction and not deconstruction. Their songs 
have such an exhilarating sense of sonics and knowledge of 
each other's talents that I'm reminded of all-for-one-etc. rock 
in a Marquee Moon or Vs.-like league—then there’s Thalia's 
alternating nodding, lackadaisical vocals with howls and 
musical spitfire eruptions (see/hear the amazing "Dead 
Molly" or "Orbit"); music so focused within a wide-open 
construct that it can wildly rage and still gently calm ("Bell", 
"Sad Eyes") within the ebb & flow of the given song. My 
memory of their San Francisco show centers around Zedek 
and Brokaw's twin-guitarists-of-different-mothers pure 
livewire guitar interplay, with more trips to the whammy bar 
in one night than anyone I can remember. It was one of the 
more awesome shows I've ever seen and I'm not "funnin' 
ya", a night when you think that you might never see 
anything quite this good again. 















Naturally I had to interview the band and put them on the cover-conducted via TDK-SA-100, September '93. Thanks to 
the band & all who helped in getting it together. 


COME: 

SUPERDOPE: Jay 


SD: I’ll start with the general history stuff for Thalia: How long 
ago did you start the DANGEROUS BIRDS, and what are the 
individual members doing now that you know of? Did you stay 
confined more or less to Boston & the northeast? 

Thalia: I think we started probably in ’82. As far as I know, Karen 
is living in Japan—she was the drummer—she married this Japanese 
guy & has been living there and teaching English for a while. Lori 
got married a while ago & moved out to San Francisco about a year 
ago. She'd been writing a lot of songs the last time I talked to her & 
had been thinking about getting something together but I guess she 
& her husband decided to move. Marjorie, the bass player—she's 
still in Boston, and she had another band after Dangerous Birds; I 
can't remember what they were called, I have a terrible memory. 
They all—Lori, Karen & Marjorie—had this sort of country & 
western band; Karen was the singer and played guitar, she got 
really into country music before she moved to Japan. I think 
Marjorie got tendonitis a few years back and I don't really know 
what she's doing now but she's usually doing something. 

SD: How did that lead into UZI? I feel, listening to the 
Homestead UZI EP, that COME are a pretty obvious natural 
extension of what you were doing with them in terms of feel & 
density & guitars ringing and chiming off of each other. 

Thalia: I think the reason Dangerous Birds broke up is because I 


Thalia Zedek: Guitar, Vocals 
Arthur Johnson: Drums 
Chris Brokaw: Guitar, Vocals 
Sean O’Brien: Bass 

wanted to do a harder-edged type thing. Dangerous Birds were kind 
of a little schitzo—we had pop stuff, and then we had other stuff— 
usually the sort of harder-edged stuff was mine & Lori’s was more 
pop. I just wanted to do something I was more into. 

SD: How long did VIA play together before you started singing 
solely for LIVE SKULL? What were VIA like, and did you ever 
record anything with them? 

Thalia: We played together for probably about, maybe, 7 or 8 
months. Less than a year. We did like one show. I was singing & 
recording with Live Skull during some of that time. 

Chris: Didn't you guys do two shows, one at Green St. and one at 
The Pyramid? 

Thalia: Oh yeah, we did actually do one at the Pyramid, but I was 
already in Live Skull then. We were all living in New York and we 
had a different bass player. I think Via was kind of like a cross 
between Come and Cell-don't you think, sort of? 

Chris: Yeah, kind of. The songs were shorter. Not all of them- 
those three you guys recorded. Adam's drumming was a little like 
Arthur's in a way. 

Arthur: What does Adam do now? 

Thalia: He just does photography, I don’t think he’s playing. Yeah, 
I liked Via, it was fun. I don't really know how to descibe us. I 
think a lot of our sound also came from this Boston band, Nuclear 








Theater, that Jerry DiRienzo, who is the other guitar player in Cell, 
was in. We did some 8-track recording at this home-type studio that 
Jerry & Adam had built—I actually don’t have a cassette of that 
stuff but Chris does.SD: What was the band that all of you but 
Thalia were in immediately before COME? How had you three 
come together in Boston? 

Sean: How did he know about that? (Ed: How could I not?I am 
watching you even now) 

Arthur: I think he’s asking us questions that he already knows the 
answers to. This is like a trial or something. 

Chris: That band was called Back Knife Spot, and it was actually 
the third and final incarnation of that band. The constant for the 
other two incarnations being me & this guy named Andy Bryant, 
who lives in Chicago now. We had had this band that would sort of 
last for 4 or 5 months and then stop, and then change bass players 
& drummers, and the third version of it, he was playing with this 
violin player named Marie, and he got hooked up somehow with 
Arthur & Sean. 

Arthur: Through Amy. 

Chris: All these Georgia people that have moved up to Boston. 

Sean: I met him at my birthday party. 

Arthur: I met him at my record store. That I work at—Newbury 
Comics. So he asked me & Sean seperately; Sean & I had known 
each other in Athens, GA for a long time, we'd lived together for a 
while. We broke up (laughs), and we both moved to Boston, 
completely seperate courses, but we both ended up here. Andy 
asked us to play and I guess-you'd (to Chris) been out of town & 
had come back into town and were not even thinking of playing 
with Andy, right? He's just called you up out of the blue to see if 
you wanted to do it again. 

Chris: Yeah. I'd been out of town, and he started playing with these 
guys, and... 

Arthur: We didn't even play before that night you came to see us. 
Andy, I think, panicked doing it without Chris, and decided he 
needed Chris to be there, which was a good idea. We started 
practicing together, we practiced for some months... 

Chris: We practiced for like 3 months or something. 

Arthur: And sometimes Chris & Sean & I would be there early and 
we'd ’’jam". We started thinking, "God, this is good, just the three 
of us". I mean it was fun playing with Andy too, he’s a good guy, 
had some good songs. We played one show, and after the show 
Chris & Sean & I were standing around thinking, "Y’know, we 
should do something...". 

Chris: Yeah, it was fun playing with Andy but he was thinking 
about moving out of town and didn't know what he was going to 
do, and the three of us just wanted to "defect" and try something 
else, and it was like that week that Thalia came back to town. 
Arthur: We had obviously been missing something. 

Chris: Yeah, she & I had been jamming for a while and talking 
about getting something together. 

Thalia: Chris was almost in Via. 

Chris: Yeah, I jammed with Via a few times, and wanted more 
than anything in the world to join Via but was too shy to push 
myself into it. 

Thalia: I wanted him to be in Via. I wanted to not play guitar, and 
have Chris play guitar but Jerry wanted me to play guitar. Plus we 
lived in..and then we moved..it was spotty. 

Arthur: Chris and Thalia were destined for each other. So when 
did that happen? 

Chris: We had our show in August of '90. 

Sean: And then we started practicing with Thalia right after that. 

SD: Thalia, were you playing any music post-LIVE SKULL 
once you moved back to Boston? How did you & Chris hook 
up? 

Thalia: Oh, well, we kind of answered this... I met Chris through 


Jerry DiRienzo, guitarist & songwriter for Via who’s now in Cell. 
Chris: He and Adam Gaynor, the drummer— I had gone to high 
school with those 2’guys, and Iliad run into a mutual mena ana’ne 
was like "Oh, Adam says hello, wants you to call, and he's playing 
with these people...’’. So I called them and they said come on over 
& jam. 

Arthur: You weren’t doing anything post-Live Skull, were you? 
Thalia: No, no band things, I played with Chris and my 
roommates, who were in bands. 

Arthur: Yeah, on my drumkit. The first time I met Chris he was 
sitting at my drumkit playing my drums. 

Thalia: Arthur was jamming with this band called Toadstool from 
Minneapolis who were living in Boston, I was living with those 
guys. So we'd mess around a little bit, but nothing cohesive or 
coherent, really. 

SD: Thalia, how did it feel coming back to playing guitar? Was 
there anything you had to re-learn or did you continue to play 
even when singing w/ LIVE SKULL? 

Thalia: It was fun to start playing guitar again, mainly for the 
writing-just to be contributing more musically, ’cause it was kind 
of weird with Live Skull, just singing. I missed being able to add 
something to the music, and when you're just singing it's harder to 
really affect the music. So it was nice, though it was fun just 
singing too, but I definitely wanted to play guitar 'cause that's what 
I write songs on. 

Sean: Then in Via, why did you only want to sing? 

Thalia: Well, because I was really frustrated with my guitar 
playing. I thought Jerry & Chris would be really good together. I 
was actually playing guitar when I was singing with Live Skull on 
some songs, we had three guitars on them, so I kept playing. 

SD: Chris, are you still doing anything with CODEINE? I 
notice that you played on Barely Real but I don’t remember you 
playing w/ them at their shows out here. 

Chris: I have left Codeine, sadly, and on very good terms. I left 
almost a year ago, September of last year. 

Sean: Between recording our record and releasing our record. 

Chris: They were going to do this really long European tour at the 
end of last year-for a while I was able to play in both bands, but 
after awhile both bands just got really busy and it was just kind of 
unfair to keep splitting my time like that. They have a new 
drummer, and they’re going on tour this fall, and they're going to 
have a new album and Barely Real is coming out in the US. 

Arthur: It’s out. I didn’t realize it hadn't actually been out in 
America. 

Thalia: How come? 

Chris: Um...Sub Pop didn't want it originally, they just didn't want 
to deal with an EP. It was last year, Codeine did like a ton of 
recording & we wanted to do a whole album but everybody wasn't 
satisfied with everything that came out. They really wanted to tour 
Europe again and they had to release something in order to do that 
and Barely Real , well, John wanted to call it Rummage Sale . 

Thalia: Now in light of the whole virtual reality thing, and 
cyberpunk movement, Barely Real proved to be on the cutting- 
edge. 

Chris: Well Jonathan & Bruce (Sub Pop) have seen the success of 
the new Billy Idol record & stuff so they figured, you know... 
Arthur: And our next record's going to be called Barely Audible. 

SD: The first press mention I'd ever seen of COME was in 
Newsweek , saying something along the lines of you being in line 
to be the next indie sweepstakes winners or something. Were 
you being courted by majors even before the "Car” 7” and was 
it ever an option? 

Sean: I guess we had breakfast with...no...who did we have 
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breakfast with? 

Arthur: Your sister. 

Sean: We had breakfast with my sister. She listens to some major 
label records. 

Arthur: No, we were not courted by anybody before our single. 
Chris: And it was never an option. 

Thalia: The Newsweek came out after the single. I don't know why 
we were in that article, but I think it had something to do with the 
fact that it was a friend of my brother's who wrote it. He thought he 
was doing us a favor. I didn't get it. 

Sean: We've spoken with a couple of major labels since. 

Arthur: But we're not on a weekly meal plan or anything. We’ve 
talked to labels on a sort of "getting-to-know-you" basis but we've 
never had a serious offer and we've never made a serious inquiry. 
But a free dinner’s a free dinner. 

Sean: We’re doing the next record with Matador and with Beggar's 
Banquet for the rest of the world and that’s as far as we’ve got 
plans. 

Arthur: Because Matador's a good damn label, and we're not doing 
Matador/Atlantic, we're just doing Matador. 

SD: How were you received on the US tour earlier this year? It 
seems that you’re fabulously well-known on the east coast and 
fairly unknown on the west. 

Arthur: Well, we were actually better known on the west coast 
than anywhere but the east coast. 

Chris: Yeah, it seems like we do well in New York and Boston, 
Chicago was really good. 

Arthur: Philly we got a good response in. D.C.. 1 mean there were 
people there who knew what we were doing. And then when we got 
to L.A. and San Francisco we had a pretty good response. 

Thalia: Yeah, Seattle was pretty cool too. 

Arthur: Yeah, so I would say New England and then the coasts, 
and then everybody else. 

Chris: Fort Worth, Texas. We are huge in Fort Worth. 


Thalia: Well, I think the club we played at was huge. 1 mean I 
think people in New York and Boston know us better, and then in 
California we were playing with Codeine and Bettie Serveert, and 
people had definitely heard of them out there as well as us. I've 
heard that our records are pretty hard to get out on the west coast. 
The South was pretty abysmal. 

Arthur: Which was disappointing, considering. I thought there’d be 
people there, I don’t know. The south can be a lot of fun to tour 
through. We met cool people everywhere we went-Louisville. 
Chris: Louisville was great. 

Arthur: I would say there were usually people at every show that 
had listened to our record, just about. 

Thalia: Um, Bloomington, Indiana. 

Chris: The only shows that were like, really bad were 
Bloomington... 

Arthur: Norfolk. (Everyone groans). Even there there were a 
couple people, the guy that owned the record store...Skinny. Yeah, 
there were people that had heard us in most places, but often there 
were only two. 

Thalia: There's definitely room to expand our audience, I think, off 
the east coast. 

Chris: There were hardly any nights when we played for like, 5 
people, 10 people. 

Thalia: We never played for no one, but then again we didn't play 
Memphis, that might have had something to do with it. It was a 
pretty fun tour. 

Arthur: Why, do people play for no one in Memphis? 

Thalia: I’ve heard that from a few people, like ZERO, nobody 
showed up. 

Arthur: I played for nobody except for the members of the other 
band before, in another band, in Alabama. I played for Sean, 
actually. Bar-b-que Killers played for Flat Duo Jets and Sean. 

SD: Did COME play in Europe before you'd even put out a 
record? Had LIVE SKULL built up a large following out 




SD: How dose did Eleven: Eleven 
come in capturing what you want to 
do with COME? Having now seen 
you live a couple times it seems like 
the guitar interplay & mixing of it 
came out just about perfect. 

Chris: It seemed like when we did the 
album it was almost like the main 
concern was getting the songs down as 
accurately as possible, just insofar as 
recording the way we actually sound. 
We didn't add a lot of effects to it, 
everything was pretty clean, pretty dry. 
Arthur: Although wc wanted a live 
sound--it wasn't just a flat studio 
sound, there was like a presence to it. 
Sean: It came closer to anything I've 
done with a band that I've wanted to 
do, but I don’t think it's that close to 
what we could do. 

Arthur: We did it in what, like a 
week, 9 days. So it was more time than 
I've ever had to do a record, but not 
that much time, really. We couldn't 
just fuck around in the studio & noodle 
on this or that part for a day or two. 
Chris: Yeah, l hope on the next one 
that we’ll have more time for mixing & 



there? 

Arthur: We had a single out. 

Chris: We played in Europe after the single was out, we went and 
played four shows in London, and one show in Amsterdam, and I think 
it was all about two weeks before the single came out as a 12" over 
there. 

Arthur: We'd somehow gotten a little press in the Melody Make r. I 
don’t know why, somehow they got Everett True... 

Thalia: We got all that press in Melody Maker and NME and then Sub 
Pop decided they were going to release that single over there with 
another track, put it on a 12" and put it on a CD, so they were pretty 
supportive of us going over there then & it was a German label, 
Glitterhouse, that it came out on. 

Arthur: We played a couple shows with Buffalo Tom, who we knew in 
Boston, and played a show with the Swans. It was cool. We played with 
Radiohead before anyone knew who the hell they were, man. 

Chris: The first show we did there was us headlining, with the Hair & 
Skin Trading Company and Radiohead. 

Arthur: And Sean fell asleep on stage. We were all jet lagged, and in 
the middle of a five-machine blowout, 

Sean drifted off, and played 5 different 
parts of the song in, like, 5 seconds. 

Thalia: (To Sean) That was most 
incredible part, was watching you 
wake up and realize you were on stage 
in the middle of a song. The look of 
terror. Bewilderment. 

Sean: I thought we were still on the 
plane. I thought we were going down. 

Thalia: Live Skull had a pretty large 
following in Europe but I would net 
say that's extended to Come, really. 

Live Skull had a big following in 
Germany & Holland and did a lot of 
touring over there—l only did one with 
them but I think they'd done like 5 or 
something. 


for trying out different approaches, to look to it more as like an album 
than just as a recording of a band in a room. 

Thalia: Yeah, but 1 think that's kind of what we wanted for that record. 
We didn't want to do anything fancy, we wanted it to be pretty raw¬ 
sounding. The guys we worked with, Carl Plaster and Tim O'Heir, Carl 
especially is just like a real get-in-there-and-bang-the-song-out kind of 
guy. He was always pushing us, you know, to not do any overdubs-he'd 
start freaking out whenever...he kept us honest. 

Arthur: He did contribute piano and organ. Very minimal. 

Thalia: We wanted to be simple. 

Chris: The way the whole thing sounds, I think in a way we just made 
an effort at the time to not make a grunge record or make a real Butch 
Vig sound. 

Thalia: Everyone was coming out with these wall of guitar records and 
we didn't want to be like that. 

Arthur: Yeah, we wanted a good guitar sound but not necessarily all 
guitar, overwhelming. 

Chris: Or unnaturally bombastic drums. 

Sean: (Somehow finding a new subject where none existed) Hey, did you 
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know Herve Villachaize killed himself? Shot himself. Because he 
had been ill, he had a spastic colon. Which to me is probably one of 
the worst things 1 can imagine happening, if it means what I think it 
means. 

Chris: Did you hear anything else about that guy? 

Thalia: He was a nymphoniac. 

Sean: Well, I heard that until you've had a nude dwarf in the 
shower licking shaving cream off of you, you haven't lived. 

Chris & Arthur: No, no, chocolate. 

Thalia: Who said that? 

Chris: His old girlfriend used to cover him in chocolate. 

Arthur: I think they just covered each other in chocolate. 

Sean: Boy, they lived. 

Chris: This is what I heard-that he was one of the unusually- 
endowed actors in all of Hollywood. 

Sean: Unusually? Something like a hammerhead shark, I heard. 

SD: Is there a story behind the lyrics on ’’Dead Molly”? It 
sounds as if it might be adapted from a book or maybe a 
bizarre personal relationship? 

Thalia: Actually, yeah, that's from my second novel. The Legend 
Of Molly . 

Chris: Dead Mollv And Other Stories . 

Thalia: No, just funnin’ ya. The story behind the lyrics in "Dead 
Molly", it came from this friend of mine, this girl I know who no 
longer lives in Boston, and she was kind of losing her mind and I 
ran into her at this kind of like party, hanging out at this friend of 
mine's house in the summer. We were barbcquing and she turned 
up, and started cornering me & started telling me all this really 
horrific and very personal stuff, for just hours and hours and hours. 
It was pretty bizarre and disturbing-I couldn’t really tell how much 
of what she was saying was true, but probably some of it was. So 
that was sort of about that, but "Dead Molly" was just about this 
fish [ had that died, I mean the title didn't really have anything to do 
with the person it was about. 

Chris: I remember that day the fish died, we were playing at the 
Paradise, and Thalia was totally bummed out. I mean you'd gotten 
like 4 or 5 fish... 

Thalia: They were all Mollys. 

Chris: And they were dying at a rate of one every five hours or so. 
Thalia: One was the murderer, there was one evil fish, everyone 
else died except for this one evil fish. (Band members start 
appropriating this story into the "Dead Molly" lyrics: "Your 
evil!...Fish!!...") Wait, wait, shut up. They were supposed to be in 
heated water and the heater broke, but this fish lived on and lived 
on. It was completely freaking us out, and we finally ended up 
killing it. Because it would not die. 

Sean: A mercy killing. The hand of justice. 

Thalia: We Bushed it down the toilet. It had killed every other fish. 
Gives me shivers just thinking about it. 

Sean: It’s probably still lurking there. 

SD: I know you get asked about the ’’Blues” element of your 
music quite a bit, probably because of the dark nature of the 
songs and the fact that you released a 7” w/ the word ’’Blues” 
in the titles of both songs. Does it go beyond that at all? 

Arthur: The "blues" single had already come out after we'd been 
mis-tagged with the blues label. 

Chris: I just figure it's like, we put out this single that had 
harmonica on it and people were like, "Oh, harmonica. Blues". 
Arthur: Yeah, "Last Mistake". And it was real slow. Our songs are 
kind of—well, dark, emotional content associates with the blues. 
Chris: The "Fast Piss Blues" single along with "I Got The Blues" 
was like a response to that, "AH right, here's your blues single". 
Thalia: Not as bluesy as the Blues Explosion. 

Chris: No, of course not. 


Thalia: Not as bluesy as Blue. There’s a band called Blue. Cool 
band, you’d probably like ’em a lot. 

Chris: Now those guys are singin’ the blues. 

Thalia: They're not that bluesy, but they're a really killer band, 
they've got a bunch of singles out on some label from Philly. 
Arthur: So we're not trying to exploit any particular genre. We 
might like the blues but that doesn't have anything to do with what 
we're doing. 

Chris: We’re not waving the blues revival flag at all. 

SD: Do you have any arrangement w/ Jagger/Richards for 
royalties on ”1 Got The Blues”? Is it something you had to ask 
’’permission” to do? 

Thalia: No! They've got enough money. 

Chris: We get all the money! 

Sean: Yeah, actually 1 asked Thalia, "Hey, can we do i Got The 
Blues'?". No, she asked me permission and I said, "Yeah". 

Thalia: You don’t have to ask permission to cover someone's song, 
you just have to pay them royalties but that’s up to the label. 
Someone has to pay them, we're not paying 'em. When you cover a 
song you've got to write "Jagger/Richards, BMI, Glimmer Twins", 
whatever the hell it is, Gideon Music, so that's on the record. If 
someone was owed money for that song it wouldn't go to us, it 
would go to them automatically. 

Sean: So we don’t pay them for the use of the song, they just get 
paid whatever royalties would normally be accrued by it being sold 
or used. 

Thalia: You don’t have to ask permission to use a song, as long as 
you give them credit and as long as you don't change it—if you 
change it so as to change the intent or meaning, like if you take 
someone else’s song and put funny lyrics to it or whatever, they can 
sue you. 

Sean: Who was it that sued the Stray Cats, somebody's widow sued 
the Stray Cats, they did a version of a song & said "fuck" in it and 
the wife of the dead songwriter, some rockabilly star, got mad and 
sued them for putting that word in the song. 

Chris: We should’ve called it "I Got The Fucking Blues". 

Arthur: Bianca would've contacted you. 

SD: Does COME allow any time for musical side projects? 
Thalia: Sean, you want to field that? 

Sean: Well actually, yes. I'm filling in on bass for some friends of 
ours, in this band called Sensaround. It's not a side project, it's more 
or less a favor. 

Arthur: Yeah, nobody else is really doing any other musical 
pursuits. 

Thalia: (to Chris) You were in Codeine for a pretty long time. I 
don't have any musical side projects. I produced a single by this 
group called High Risk Group. 

Chris: And what do they do? They rule. 

Thalia: They rule. We (Come) had been touring a lot, but now 
we’re in Boston for a while and just kind of getting used to being 
back. Getting used to it two months later. 

SD: What is the band working on these days? Do you have 
enough material together to do a second record? 

Arthur: (Faux angrily) What kind of question is that? 

Chris: Touchy subject. 

Sean: I'm working on my abdomen. On my tan. 

Chris: We almost have all the material for the next record. We’re 
just working on new songs and we’re going to do some shows next 
month, and we’re hoping to record the next album in December or 
January. 

Thalia: If this (Superdope #6) comes out the first or second week 
of October, which I'm sure it will, then you can say that we're going 
to be going down South, back by popular demand. At the end of 







October we're going to play Worcester, Maxwell's, DC, Chapel 
Hill, Charlotte. We're playing our way down to Memphis, we’re 
going to become country music songwriters. 

Chris: We're going to check out this studio, see if it meets our 
incredibly high standards. 

Thalia: We’re playing with this band from Louisville called Rodan, 
who rule. 

Chris: Who also rule. 

Arthur: Who fucking rule. They're on Touch N' Go now. That's all 
we've got planned. 

SD: Anything else you'd like to add or expand on? 

Arthur: We’re hoping to do a bunch of touring in the early spring 
or something. 

Thalia: We don’t know what the hell we're doing. We can’t make 
up our fucking minds about anything. We’re the most indecisive 
band, quite possibly, in the world. 

Arthur: I don't know if I'd agree with that completely. 

Thalia: We can't decide anything—whether to tour, anything. 
Arthur: We are the ultimate devil's advocates with each other. If 
somebody starts to feel one way, the other person goes "Oh yeah, I 
see what you mean" and then argue the point, and then the other 
will go, "But, you know...". 


Sean: We've estranged all of our friends because of it and only 
have ourselves now. 

Chris: It’s a disaster if any more than two members of the band sit 
down to write a set list. 

Sean: Yeah, if the two are not Thalia and Chris. 

(After some violent verbal fisticuffs the band then proceeded to 
record a special "shred" practice version of "Loin Of The Surf by 
the Swell Maps for the office staff. We will record it for you onto a 
K-Mart/Realistic C-46 in exchange for mint copies of the Hampton 
Grease Band LP, the Middle Class "Out Of Vogue" 7"EP and The 
Fall's Room To Live LP. All inquires c/o Superdope at the mailbox 
address) 

COME Discography 
"Car/Last Mistake” 7" (Sub Pop) 

"Car/Last Mistake/Submerge" 12"EP (Sub Pop/Germany) 

"Fast Piss Blues/I Got The Blues" 7" (Matador) 

Eleven: Eleven LP/CD (Matador) 

Come: P.O. Box 390453, Cambridge MA 02139 
Matador: 676 Broadway, New York NY 10012 


BRAINBOMBS "Burning Hell" LP 

The Brainbombs did not put the bomp in the bomp sh-bomp sh-bomp, but they are putting the bruise in the rama-lama fuck yooze. If you 
wake up in the morning with a headache, it’s probably because someone played the Brainbombs the night before, and you might not have even 
been awake or in the room at the time. For the Brainbombs, there can never be enough sadist action, so they keep pounding and pounding and 
pounddding until the brutality they describe is indistinguishable from the "listening" experience. Like few bands ever have, Brainbombs 
actually sound like metal: cold, hard, misshapen steel—electrically charged. Burning Hell 's deadening attack is awesome in its singleness of 
purpose, much like Raw Power or Damag ed . anti-parent in the extreme. And if you enjoy the onslaught, they'll probably want you to join the 
band. (Blackjack; 663 10th St., Oakland CA 94607—CD coming out real soon on Blackjack/Revolver) — Grady Runyan 
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SD: JAY 


Dadamah: 


SD: Where does Dadamah fit in with your various lives? 

Is it a sidelight, a main concern, or a side project for 
other bands you might currently be playing with? 

Kim: Well, in effect Dadamah doesn't exist anymore. How 
can we? We live in different towns and different parts of the 
world. So this interview will be sort of like me and Peter 
talking in retrospect, I suppose, about Dadamah and what 
happened with that band. We were thinking-the LP s just 
been released and we're very happy with that, but we were 
thinking of doing another LP as Dadamah with Roy, since 
we never got it done before Janine left. Roy is going to go to 
America at the end of the year and he’s actually very busy, 
he's a lecturer at a university, and 1 don't know if we're going 
to record it. We were thinking the three of us would do this 
other album which we've worked on-we've got all these 
songs we could do which are quite strong. It would be a pity 
not to have them done them with Roy or else I suppose it 11 
be different anyway with just the three of us doing it. They 
might just become a part of Peter's & my new band which 
we've been working on since we've been here in Dunedin. 
One of the ideas of moving to Dunedin was to suit up our 
music, sort of outfit, well we've had quite a lot of equipment 
in Christchurch too, but we've put a bit of money into 
microphones and things like that so we're actually quite self- 
sufficient We can record here, so people can come up and 
play & we can just.do stuff much easier than we've done in 
the past, which is really good, and we have this idea of doing 
projects with other people as well as having a permanent 
band that we really work on songs and do things with, and 
that has already started. 

Peter: I guess Dadamah was a main concern at times. 
But our existence was so spasmodic-people went away 
overseas and stuff-at times it was really concentrated, 
but 1 play in The Terminals too so when I'm with 
The Terminals, that is a main concern. When I 



Kim Pieters/ Vocals 
Peter Stapleton/ Drums 
Roy Montgomery/ Guitar, Vocals 
Janine Stagg/ Organ, Synth 

was with Dadamah that was a main concern. For Roy he 
wasn't doing any other music so I guess, musically it was his 
main concern at the time. 

Kim: Janine's a primary school teacher and she spent a lot ot 
time doine that. She's very good & put a lot of effort into it~ 
music was certainly a side project for her. And for me, my 
main priority is actually painting. I’ve been painting for the 
last 12 years or so, so music is something that's come in on 
the side, very much on the side. But it's been very interesting. 
It's quite different from painting, painting being such a 
solitary pursuit when you're making something, whereas a 
band is quite different because you're working with other 
people, trying to communicate to get them to do this sort of 
united thing. That’s always amazed me, the sort of 
combinations people have made, since I ve been introduce 
into this music world by Peter, the Christchurch music world 
I should say, and now the Dunedin music world. The 
different combinations of people is just incredible. They get 
together to make music, and it's not very nappy often and 
very strange. 

Peter: However, the New Zealand music scene is 
comparatively incestuous because there arent many people 
here and chances are you have to come across each other 
sometime and form a band. 

Kim: Yeah. Surely amongst the people who are interested in 
music there are personalities that are going to be more 
compatible than others and 1 would have thought that those 
personalities would gravitate to each other. 

Peter: Sometime that's trial and error, though. I mean you 
might like the same kind of music but you might have totally 
conflicting personalities and you might end up really hating 
each other's guts. 

Kim: Well I don't understand it. 1 always thought that if you 
like the same kind of music you'd probably get on. 

Peter: Not necessarily, because people come from different 
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DADAMAH (l-r: Janine Stagg, Peter Stapleton, Roy Montgomery, Kim Pieters) 


angles and one of the best things about being in groups, bands, 
whatever, is that different people have totally different perspectives 
on the same kind of thing, and they bring different stuff & when it 
comes together it has different slants. Unanimity is not necessarily 
a good thing. People often leave bands and do solo records because 
they want less opposition, they want more of the same and it's often 
not a good thing. 

Kim: Although we have discussed this before and I make the 
comment that too much tension in a band or too much I think—I've 
been astonished how people who have, it's not actually 
personalities that are different though that comes into it, but 
actually like different types of music altogether and they form a 
band and they hate what the other person really loves. Peter thinks 
that conflict is very creative and makes something happen. 

Peter: I think it can be creative. I think there’s a point beyond 
where it’s just totally destructive and just a real pain. But it can be 
creative. 

Kim: Yeah, moot point because I’ve got this idea that if people had 
the same idea about music and what they sort of want about music-- 
because there is a conflict here to me between people who want to 
"entertain" and people who want to create. And there's of course 
different audience response there and different motivation and 
almost a different philosophy towards music, so one is much lighter 
and more to do with people liking you, and the other one is people 
being creative and alienating your audience or whatever. 

Peter: I think the whole point is just to do the stuff and if people 
like it, they like it and if they don’t, they don’t. 



Kim: That’s another thing about Christchurch and Dunedin. As far 
as music is concerned, Christchurch people are incredibly critical, 
which often stops people from doing anything at all and this big 
sort of effort is made for people to even make music. In Dunedin, 
there's almost too much support and not enough critique so 
anybody gets up, any sort of bloody rubbish comes out and no one 
says anything because they're your friend, you know, so-and-so 
next door. It's just terrible! But , it means that everybody gives it a 
go and some surprising things come out. 

Peter: In Christchurch a lot of the musicians are just straight-out 
wannabes, they want to have a career or something. The people that 
do interesting stuff, and I guess we could be included in that, 1 
mean we think what we do is kind of interesting, have to be a little 
bit "mad" or outsider enough to not worry about that. I guess we fit 
into that sort of category, maybe we're mad. 

Kim: I think we’re quite sensible. 


SD: What brings the four of you together to play the music that 
you do? Is there a general shared musical background or 
aesthetic that keeps you working together? 

Kim: The thing with Dadamah is that I think we're all quite strong 
personalities and we knew vaguely what we wanted or what we 
were trying for, though me and Janine had never been in a band 
before, so... 

" Peter: Janine was really interested in a lot of music and would go 
and watch a lot of bands. I think it’s a thing that a lot of women, 
especially, don't feel that they could be in bands because it's such a 
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masculine pastime but they would really like to be. 

Kim: Right. See, I had no ideas about music. I had no idea about 
music because I am a visual person, 1 have to really concentrate to 
listen. I didn't go & see bands until I moved to Christchurch and 
started knowing Peter and he took me to these weird places. I hadn't 
done it since I was a kid, you know, a teenager going to these pubs 
and these people playing this terrible noise. It took me awhile to be 
able to get used to it but now I really like it. The whole sort of thing 
about music for me, personally, was that I was afraid of it, and what 
garage music does is allow people the idea that anyone can make 
music and that you don't have to have all this background or all this 
stuff that is usually put on musicians. Often the people who come 
up with the most interesting ideas haven't got that knowledge, that 
background to music. 

Peter: With me, I come out of the very early 80's post-punk sort of 
thing, mainly derived from British bands of the time although I 
used to do stuff before that, sort of Velvets/Stooges derived stuff. I 
guess that's sort of a common background. Janine is a bit younger, 
so she'd be aware of a slightly different version of that form, 
perhaps more American. Later on I listened to a lot more American 
stuff, but probably at the time it came out of the punk thing. 

SD: Can you give us an idea of the lineage of each hand 
member? I know a litle bit of what Peter's done recording-wise 
but if you could recap your histories for our readers they’d 
surely thank you. 

Kim: Whoa! We need a tree here! Peter, you know about lineage. 
Peter: Well I suppose 1 should talk about myself because I know 
best about that. 1 was- in a band called the Vacuum with Steven 
Cogle, who's in The Terminals and was in Victor Dimisich too, 
with Bill Dureen. We played in a band called the Victor Dimisich 
Band, who made an EP which I don't know if, you probably can’t 
get anywhere now'. That was with Steven Cogle and various other 
people that I can't remember. Then The Pin Group with Roy, who's 
in Dadamah, and then Scorched Earth Policy with a couple people 
that were in The Terminals, and then The Terminals. Okay, that's a 
very extensive band history of myself. Roy was in The Pin Group- 
before that he was in a brief sort of punkish outfit called Murder 
Strikes Pink, which is a great name, but they probably only played 
like two or three times. Come to think of it, we've only played 
about two or three times. Roy did a couple of solo things after that 
and then was in a group called the Shellos (?), who did one single 
called "Suzanne Said", accompanied by a spooky video of Suzanne. 

I don't think Janine or Kim have been in any other bands. 

SD: Some of the reviews I've seen say that the music of 
Dadamah is a "downer", like perhaps in the way that drinking 
a big bottle of cough syrup might be considered a "downer". 
Could this be your intent? 

Kim: Not at all. It's a bit of a mystery that people sort of take it like 
that, I think for me, but I'm a bit sort of lost in all of this because I 
haven’t really got the background, though I’m building up all of this 
knowledge about bands and music and things. I can say that the 
four of us are certainly not "light" types of people, we’re pretty 
heavy 1 suppose in a way but we’re all quite skinny, though I’m the 
fattest (laughing). But yeah, we tend to be serious as people-we’ve 
all got a sense of humor, but no one gets it, you know. It's just 
terrible! 

Peter: I guess a little bit of it is the lyrics, my lyrics are often cold, 
sort of dark or depressive. I think the hypnotic drone that of Roy's 
guitar and the way that each of the rest of us play probably does 
give it a sort of trance-y thing which seems to be this sort of 
fashionable thing, looking at a Forced Exposure catalog, there’s all 


of these references to Krautrock and bands sounding like 
trance/drone/blah, blah—I guess we're in that category too, but not 
intentionally, it just happens that way. 

Kim: I just started playing bass. I’d started off singing and I'm 
really interested in vocalizing and pushing that a lot, but I've also 
started playing bass guitar which I love, like the living room at 
South Hampton street was just filled with instruments and I just 
tried them all out and 1 just got bored with them. I wouldn't touch 
the guitar-No way. I tried all of them out but when I tried the bass 
guitar that was it, you know. It's a great thing. Now I know Bruce 
Russell hates the bass guitar, but I've got a few things to say to him 
about the bass guitar which I’ll bring up next time I see him. I'm not 
particularly into downer music myself. What really interests me is 
absurdist positioning-I'm not particularly into drones, though I end 
up doing them quite easily, they come naturally to me, and I'd like 
to do more sort of weirder stuff. 

Peter: I think because our stuff goes on for so long, the cumulative 
effect of it is quite a downer, sort of like a pleasant drowsiness 
rather than a great weight being dropped on your head. I can see 
the point. 

SD: Have Dadamah played live or is it considered a studio-only 
project? If you have, how have your countrymen responded to 
your live downer action? 

Kim: We've only played three times and I think that was mainly 
due to Roy not particularly wanting to play. Me, Janine and Peter 
were quite interested in playing but we ended up not doing it 
because we're all busy doing all our other stuff so it was quite 
difficult to organize it and now it is very difficult to organize 
anything, with those people anyway. We did a lot of recording at 
home and played together at least once a week or even twice a 
week at times. 

Peter: Yeah, We did intend to play live more but I don't think Roy 
was very comfortable with it. The first time was here in Dunedin, 
we traveled down from Christchurch and played at somewhere 
approaching midnight to an audience partly made-up of drunken 
3D's fans who wanted us to rock out and who were not all that 
amused by "downer rock" and they sort of yelled out things like 
"Get off". Subsequently some people were saying "Oh, I really 
liked that", but they didn't say it at the time. We played twice more, 
once in Christchurch with The Terminals and that crowd was quite, 

I don’t know what you'd call it, Roy thought they were quite 
"supportive", I don’t know if that's the word for it. We played once 
more in Dunedin, for about two hours, we played a really long 
couple of sets. Gate played before and made this really alienating 
noise which made people put fingers in their ears and then we 
played for a long time. I think we just about outlasted everyone. 
That was pretty good. We did intend to play more, but 
circumstances, people being in different cities, like Janine moved to 
Auckland before she went overseas and us moving down here sort 
of made that an impossibility. 

SD: Do you appreciate the feel of 4-track recording & agree 
that it gives your records a more appealing murky kind of 
otherworldliness? Is this how you intend to continue recording? 
Kim: Absolutely. I love it. It's cheap, it’s available and it's fine for 
what we do and for the people who listen to this sort of stuff-they 
aren’t really interested in the clean studio sound. I'm always 
opposed even to go into 1st Street, which is a good down home 
studio here in Dunedin, getting very famous for all of the work it 
does, but even that costs money and I like the 4-track recording. 
Not only the money side of it but the ease that it’s right there in 
your living room, and especially with vocals you can jus» go and do 


them when the mood strikes you. Also we now record the practices 
of the new band and things happen at practices that never happen in 
the studio and it’s great to be able to get hold of it. You can only do 
that with a 4 track. 

Peter: I know Roy wanted to do some of the stuff on the LP in the 
studio, like on 8 track. He’d sort of wanted a bigger, perhaps more 
luscious sound. I think by that time though we had sort of 
incorporated the sound of the 4 track into our own sound so that a lot 
of that fuzziness, that sort of droniness, was accentuated by the 4 
track sound. Just the ease of doing it, not to mention the cost, 
surpassed anything like going into the studio—you’re put on the spot, 
it’s difficult to feel at ease with it. 

Kim: Some of the The Terminals' performances on the 4 track were 
great, they compete with anything done in the studio. Do you agree 
with that? 

Peter: Yeah. There’s a fairly graphic example of it in that we did 
most of Touch . the last Terminals' LP sessions, most of those songs 
were recorded in the studio, 1st Street here, and quite frankly, over 
half of them were just pretty awful. The band just wasn’t together 
because of various things that were happening at the time, and it just 
didn’t feel right. We went back and actually re-recorded those things 
on a 4 track and subsequently have done more 4 track stuff in much 
more comfortable conditions and they're a lot better. The high 
tech/low tech thing is probably not a great issue here. I think the 
Dead C have been pretty, I don't know, I was going to say 
inspirational (laughs)—I kind of cringe at saying that knowing that 
Bruce might read that-and the fact that they used what they had 
available. They used the 4 track and incorporated this into their 
sound, and I guess that's what Dadamah have done too. 

Kim: Well, I don't think we really copied the Dead C but I'm 
certainly very interested in the way Michael recorded Dead C 
practices, and that you can do lots of different things. 1 mean I don't 
feel we've utilized the 4 track yet to what we can do. I mean even 
Brian was talking with his other band The Renderers—they've just 
done some 4 track recording now and have taken it into 1st Street & 
mixed it down onto DAT, then back to 4 track and done overdubs 
and then back onto 2 tracks, and just got this big sound which they’re 
really, really pleased with. The 3D’s have even done it. All of these 
bloody traditions for rock and roll—I must have a little rave here, 
about mixing, because The Terminals practiced at our house. I knew 
they sounded good and when I saw them on stage they were just 
shocking! You know, like at the pub, because no one was mixing 
they didn't care about their levels, and they were just terrible! So I 
thought "What's this? This is really weird!". I knew they really 
worked hard at these songs and then they played live and there was 
this bloody big, awful noise which sounded nothing like what they 
had worked at, and so I decided to learn this mixing thing and 1 got 
quite sort of interested in that. My god, learning about rock and roll 
mixing, whoa!, and being a woman as well! Oh goodness gracious, 
not the good thing to do. But I’m a bit picky at it and I suppose I 
persevered, but the smoke screens over technical things and the 
language and the whole sort of business is just outrageous, and the 
whole thing about people not knowing fundamental things when 
they've been playing music for ten years. So I'm not surprised that 
people haven’t really utilized 4 tracks, or really experimented with 
microphones or even...I don’t want to tell tales, but Steven Cogle 
doesn't know what happens with knobs on his amplifier. He just 
plugs in and whatever's happening, he plays it and he just doesn't 
know. He doesn't care! 

Peter: That's usually whoever’s been playing it before. He just goes 
with how it's been set. 

SD: Kim, have you drawn or painted extensively beyond the 
Dadamah 7" sleeves? Did you paint the LP cover and inner 
labels as well? 

Kim: Yes. Actually the Dadamah 7" sleeves are graphic work for 
me, they're not really paintings. The LP cover is not one of mine- 
:t’s a friend of mine's, Jeannie Randal, who is a children’s book 













"Her retrospective at the museo de Arte Moderno in 1971 drew the largest audience in Mexican 
history- Remedios Varo" by Kim Pieters 


illustrator, and also does her own dream pictures—it's like a real 
illustration of her dream, which is great, but it didn’t come out at all 
and I was a bit disappointed about that. I didn’t organize it; I should 
have done a dot screen or something, to give it a tonal range and it 
just wiped out the subtleties in her painting. I really like the color 
though-it is really weird. I did all of this agonizing over the color 
and forgot about making sure the image was going to come out all 
right. It was a real drag. As far as my painting is concerned, I 
exhibit. I'm known, I suppose, as a painter, you know, I'm building 
up that part of my life. I mean I do it anyway, but I’ve been publicly 
exhibiting the last couple of years or so. I might pull out, I don’t 
know, but I'll always paint, I know that. The Terminals' latest LP, 
Touch . is from a painting of mine, same with the Uncoffuied LP. 
Both of them arc 4-color and I'm really happy with how they 
reproduced. 

SD: Janine, some of the sounds you milk out of your synth-do 
you use samples at all? I’m naive as to how the thing works—if 
you could give us an idea on how you created the sounds on, 
say, "Too Hot To Dry" it would help us a great deal. 

Kim (for Janine): Well we've got a Moog synthesizer, it’s really 
old and it’s great. It makes some amazing sounds, it's just really 
animal-like. It’s got a very organic sort of sound and you just twist 
all of these knobs and you muck around with it and things happen, 
you just find these sounds and say "YES ! We’ll use that!" Janine 
did that and that's what she used-there’s absolutely no sampling on 
the records. 

SD: This is kind of off the subject, but I’ve read that THE 
FALL were the first of the American/UK independents to visit 
New Zealand and therefore served as an inspiration for dozens 
of NZ bands formed in their wake. Do you feel any particular 


affinity with them? 

Kim: I didn't know anything abut them until I met Peter and they're 
pretty good, he's pretty absurd. I like Mark E. Smith, he’s pretty 
funny, but he's also sort of, I don't know, he goes on a bit. Peter 
knows more about it than me. 

Peter: Yeah, I really like The Fall and always have actually. When 
I First met Roy one of the things we had in common was that we 
liked The Fall—I think Roy actually stayed with Mark E. in 
Manchester when he went over there. 

Kim: Ooh, name dropper. 

Peter: I know, that’s name dropping, eh?—because he met him 
when they came here. Seeing them live was pretty good because a 
lot of overseas acts that came here just went through the motions, 
but it looked like they were doing it for real. Recently people say, 
they talk about Pavement, and we saw Pavement live here being 
sort of like The Fall in some ways. I think The Fall had this sort of 
real velocity far beyond that—Mark E., he's sort of a difficult 
bastard sort of persona and that's always been a bit of an 
inspiration. Their influence on NZ bands, I don't know. They're 
such a thing to themselves, maybe more of an influence on 
American bands which is really curious, because we're probably a 
lot more English that you are. 

SD: Have you seen any interest from Flying Nun for what 
you’re doing, and does it matter to you either way? 

Kim: No, we have had no interest from Flying Nun for what we're 
doing, unofficial or official-I mean there has been support-we 
have unofficial support from some people who work for Flying 
Nun, our friends. I personally wouldn't work with Flying Nun. I 
think I said that to Paul one day when I was up in Auckland 
because of how they've treated, say. The Terminals in the past, and 
also the direction that the label’s taking is not really what we’re 
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=C3m like the low tech recording, ibey vonkl aoaf us to go & 
-scocd in the studio and clean it op. winch we really wouldn't be 
—d be much more at home on X press way and much more at 
^ith Majora. That’s more our type of stuff. [In response to 
—~ s comments in background] Yeah. Xpressway is turning into 
Sturgeon, that’s right. 

Kinr Yeah, we’ve got it together here--like Danny (Butt, Sturgeon 
-ngazine editor) is taking over the Xpressway label, sort of, and 
nnming it into Sturgeon, and he's doing all of the business and all of 
ir^t and he’s in our new band. Hey, we know who to pick! 

?eer I know this is sounding like some gigantic master plan but 
we deny it totally. 

Kim: I agree. We deny it. But it's very difficult to avoid all of these 
connections. Of course, Xpressway just lives over the hill in Port 
Chalmers. We know all of those people. Michael Morley, I bought 
roe of his paintings the other day. Excellent painter. He's nearly as 
rood as I am (laughing). 

SD: Where do Dadamah intend to go from here? More releases 
on Majora, live dates, junkets to the North Island? 

Kim: That's great. You know these two islands in New Zealand-- 
you must have read something. North Island, yeah, we're on the 


Island. - 2 y down on rhe bottom. South is a good place to be, 
mere s oc people here, except musicians in Dunedin. Roy’s done 
some u ork with someone in Christchurch, more of that droney sort 
of stuff. We haven’t heard it so I'm not sure what that’s like. Me and 
Peter, like we say, we're working with this new band which hasn't 
got a name as of yet, and we're pretty excited about that project and 
so Dadamah certainly won't play anymore, Janine’s overseas and 
that’s sort of finished. It was a good experience and I’m not 
embarrassed too much about those records. 

Peter: I think we’re all pretty pleased with them. They were a good 
reflection of what we were doing at the time. Roy is probably going 
to do some stuff either solo, or he’s been playing with another guy 
called Chris Heffey (?), who doesn't have a, whatever you call it, a 
"lineage" with Christchurch bands, which is pretty rare. I think they 
want to record something for a release in America. We may well do 
a second LP, we've got enough stuff, we've got some stuff recorded 
already. Hopefully we'll do that if Majora are still interested. 

DADAMAH discography 

"Nicotine/High Time" 7" (Majora) 

"Replicant Emotions" on I Hear The Devil Calling Mp 7"EP 
(Drag City) 

"Scratch Sun/Radio Brain" 7" (Majora) 

This Is Not A Dream 12"EP (Majora) 

(Majora: P.O. Box 78418, Seattle WA 98178) 
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CHIEFS / BLACK FLAG "Career In Bootlegging" 2x7"EP 

The Chiefs were yet another ripping SoCal punk-grind all-star from 
the early 80s, w/ a modus one leap past the "beach” sound something 
like a sunburnt Misfits (you might say), right down to the singer’s 
goddamn leather pants. 'Tower 18", "Blues", "The Lonelys"-snarling 
"real" recordings that had the kids asking for years, "Could there be 
more somewhere?"—but if you don't care to hear the Chiefs' poorly- 
recorded, badly-edited filler that our bootleggers call the "Chiefs 
demo" you probably don't want this. Sounds like a cool practice in a 
hot Fullerton garage that happened to make it onto a 4-track & there 
you go. The Flag, on the other hand, the Flag.. Jt feels good to say 
what I want! It feels good to knock things down! It feels good to see 
disgust in their eyes! It feels good I'm gonna go WILD! Whew. You 
know where I’m coming from. Dez's throat is by far my favorite of the 
four vocalists they ran through the wringer & the price of admission is 
refunded intoto w/ his 30-second belch through "Spray Paint”-the 
most aggressive song ever. Then there’s a great demo take on 
"American Waste" that brings to mind the "raincoat sessions" from 
the Black Flag Target Video. In sum, marginally worth what they’re 
asking, particularly if you're a punker. (Bootleg; no address) 

GIBSON BROS "Memphis Sol Today!" CD 

It was a little sad to find the Evans/Howland/Spencer/Lillash lineup 
would be these purveyors of all great things American’s last, 
particularly upon buying this reverential compact disc recording of 
Sun Studio sessions, the best homegrown roots punk rock since their 
own Bit Pine boogie from '88. I must’ve listened to this thing a 
hundred or more times, and their feel for 20's-50's Americana, be it 
manifested in obscure takes on blues/C & W/rockabilly heroes (7 of 
the 13 tracks are covers, a few that aren't have no-apology, no-regret 
direct lifts) or in a 3-guitar group dynamic that unplugs any 
pretension whatsoever when one member is thrust into the limelight, 
is part of an intangible craggy & crude ethos that I’m totally in awe of 
& in tune with. 

"Barbara", credited to Howland/Spencer, is a bust-out spasmodic 
rocker that, if you know anything about either of these gentlemen's 
wacked "approaches", is so patently Howland/Spencer (check the 
Pussy Galore-ish break that rolls, drops & wildly feeds back while 
dividing the song in two) you’ll realize it couldn’t righdy be anyone 
else. The lyrics, about a sexually liberated young female drinking "the 
yellowest beer that I'd ever seen", are very shall we say... different. Jon 
Spencer has said in interviews that he’s come into a new appreciation 
for American backporch music since playing w/ Don & Jeff and I see 
the compliment returned in a looser, more play-it-as-it-lays Gibson 
Bros. Feedback, yes, it’s a supreme constant, and this model Gibson 
prefers it to come in steady washes of microphonic hellsound than in 
piercing squawks, but it’s just part & parcel of a re-updating of our 
scarred but glorious past & all the more rough dirt the better. 

An added note: Jeff Evans’ liner notes, a fairly disjointed 
testimonial on Memphis & the literal and figurative walls of Southern 
racism and music's place in attempting to topple those wails, are 
inspiring and rousing even to a true believer like myself. You dont 
find enough folks with this kind of unfettered outlook on race 
relations that can bring it down to honoring and celebrating American 
genius via words and music so convincingly. I salute him, and the 
Bros Gibson for putting out a handful of the best unruly roots records 
my generation's seen. (Sympathy; 4901 Virginia Ave., Long Beach 
CA 90805) 

STRAPPING FIELDHANDS "Future Pastoral" 7"EP 

A hope chest full of lowlife nods to some of the great musical 
achievements put forth by Anglo-Saxons the last half-dozen centuries 
or so, and those pinning an East Village/Holy Modal Rounders tag on 
these gentlemen probably have more on the proverbial ball than I. 
That they’re difficult enough to nail down makes this swinging single 
ever more intriguing, perhaps more so than even last year's drunken 
sort-of-yet-not-especially gaelic stumble "Stacey Donnelly". 
Hallucinogens, music class, hippie moms, and very ...interesting 
record collections have got to cloud the backgrounds of a Fieldhand 
or two—and the overdubbed 78-rpm scratches & skips on "Ol' Jimmy 
Cole" bring the much-applauded io-fi concept into a new fractured 
netherworld that's more know-nothing 30's than who-cares 90's. This 


Philly minstrel show just gets better and better and I'd posit that it’s 
about that time for an LP. (Siltbreeze; P.O. Box 53297, Philadelphia 
PA 19105) 

PALACE BROTHERS "Ohio River Boat Song/Drinking Woman 7" 

Outside of COME's "Fast Piss Blues" this would have to be my 
single favorite 7-inch release of the last year. The Brothers have 
something, perhaps everything, to do with the defunct Slint and by 
that token w/ the very defunct Squirrel Bait as well. "Ohio River Boat 
Song" is their least bereft-of-all-hope number so far, a workaday tale 
of the Midwestern common man that’s intrinsicly anthemic and 
uplifting, like a cottonfield singalong about your job & to your girl 
100-some-odd years later, allowing for the development of folk/roots 
revisionism and then just barely. Perhaps you could say it's a little bit 
country, and just a little bit rock and roll. "Drinking Woman" paints a 
mournful & very lonely picture of a wonderful thing—women who 
drink—and augments the sparseness of the instrumentation with a 
straightforward just-the-facts ("She likes to drink") vocal delivery that 
situates this band as one of the most unique & tearful bunch of 
method actors around. (Drag City; P.O. Box 476867; Chicago IL 
60647) 

PALACE BROTHERS "There Is No-One What Will Take Care Of 
You" LP/CD 

Like many delicacies requiring a heightened sense of palate, if you 
will, the Palace Brothers’ debut album has aged with grace well 
enough to supplant Eleven:Eleven & Memphis Sol Today.!, as the 
musical lifeblood of the Superdope organization, late summer 1993, 
Speaking only for myself, I finds its beauty tucked away in the 
pluckings of country blues instruments of varying string capacity 
travelling the long-and-narrow dirt path through yams of drunk 
preachers & unforgiven sinners, as well as in very off-key vocals 
weaving through songs trading warning flashes with the devil-man. 
That they sound so young & yet wisened in the ways of the lost and 
loserly only ups the ante. Details on anything but song titles are as 
sparse as the music therein but there is at least one cover, a cracked 
take on the "jack-leg evangelist" Washington Phillips' "I Had A Good 
Father And Mother". There's a redemptive joy in this music along 
with a timeless quality or two that certainly doesn't portend a healing 
experience for everyone listening in but which stands tall as its own 
thing in a day & age of knock-offs & half-asses. Praise be given. 
(Drag City; P.O. Box 476867, Chicago IL 60647) 

TEENGENERATE "Get Me Back/Get Stuffed/One Way Ticket" 7" 

This gang used to be the American Soul Spiders before they 
ditched their singer (see "Lazy Cowgirls’’—Sympathy 7" ca. 1991), 
and Fink, Fifi, Sammy & "Suck" were out & about on the West Coast 
this summer for some wild bamboo-shoot-in-the-gut punk that I of 
course missed by about 2 minutes. Sounds like a definite loss as this 
record froths & blazes like a rabid Supersuckers or Tapping.. The 
Source -era. Lazy Cowgirls, w/ a Nervous Eaters cover just like their 
heroes & a gratuitous Cowgirls t-shirt on the sleeve to boot "Get Me 
Back" has accumulated enough orgone to set a few hundred fires and 
Ill remember to put these young cannons next to the Humpers & the 
aforementioned in my 'lil punk rock black book. (Wallabies Records; 
5-14-503 Hinode Urayasu-Shi, Chiba 279 JAPAN) 

GARBAGE AND THE FLOWERS "Catnip/Carousel" 7" 

Tiny US indie labels like-oh let’s just name names-Twisted 
Village, Siltbreeze, Majora, New World Of Sound, Feel Good All 
Over, etc.—are doing you & I a big favor by bringing to the fore the 
goldmine of next-wave experimental low-fidelity New Zealand 
music, most of which is affiliated loosely with Xpressway but some 
with no traceable history in Mr. Russell's South Island army. This is 
just such a curio, from Wellington NZ & possessive of one of the 
most haunting and exquisite voices this side of Dadamah's Kim 
Pieters in Helen Johnstone. She wavers & teeters through the viola- 
led & repetitively-strummed "Carousel" like a wide-eyed harpy 
overeager to relay some glorious and epic tale of 
betrayal/loss/redemption/triumph, laughing coquettishly as your 
"boat" crashes magnificently into the rocks. All of a sudden the chill 
has lifted, it's over and all you want to do is play it again. "Catnip" is 
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the sound of 78 guitars speeding past each other w/ Johnstone 
warbling in rap/rant style in an attempt to keep up-the song’s got a 
midway dense spiral of heavens-opened-up noise that feeds upon 
itself for a good 3 minutes before flaming out into abject feedback at 
its close. Certainly we're dealing with well inspired and free-thinking 
individuals here and not a defined countrywide mass consciousness 
but I feel like I’m tugging the sleeve of something so great and 
monolithic every time I acquire one of these records that I can only 
hope you're not waiting for the news from the history books. Amen. 
(Twisted Village; P.O. Box 35604, Brighton MA 02135) 

MARZIPAN ”1 Believe/Last Train To The Sun” 7” 

I thought I got out often enough to press all the important flesh, 
take all the important names & catalog the not-at-all-very-righteous 
Bay Area music scene yet Mission district residents Marzipan have 
put out a fairly stupendous melody burst that kinda dropped into my 
hands by accident. It's a big town, alright, and safer still to assume the 
locals are guilty until proven innocent. The record has got that red- 
decibel crammed-noise feel we love so much here but is relaxed w/ a 
great sleepy vocal and sense of timing that keeps it pleasantly 
straddling the shiny happy pop camp & the distorto-garbage camp. 
The one-string-at-a-time guitar solo propulsion that underlies & 
enlivens "I Believe” reminds me of an equally fine solo that our 
heroine Peg O'Neil told us about in Issue #3 that moves the Bo- 
Weevils' 45 "That Girl”. Ex-Mummy Maz had his hands in the 
recording process & this sophisticated release bodes well indeed for a 
new local singles label. (Echonet; 2256 Market Sl #A, San Francisco 
CA 94114) 

VARIOUS ARTISTS "Cowtown Volume II" 7"EP 
Hey, thanks to the BASSHOLES for turning the "Hokey-Pokey" 
into a compressed & vulgar wild riot & to the NEW BOMB TURKS 
for doing their by-now-very-apparent whooping Pagans/Ramones 
grind. The Turks’ singer’s pronunciation problems & yee-haws really 
bug the fuck out of me for some reason but I bet he's a lil' pepperpot 
live & his band smokes so there you go. LOG and VTBRALUX 


would have to be on here as a token stab at some scene unity. We 
have bands like this in my town too. Second of a Columbus OH series 
w/ the same totally intense cover art as the first. (Anyway; 1992B 
No. High St, Columbus OH 43201) 

SUPERCHARGER "Goes Way Out! " LP 
In one fell swoop Supercharger fired up and launched nearly the 
hottest garage-cum-garbage LP of '93, barnstormed Europe & then 
imploded upon impact back home. My condolences to those 
unfortunate enough to have missed the second half of their career. 
Their allegiance to So. San Francisco—"the industrial city"—was worn 
like a white trash badge of courage and the band's last local show- 
before any of us knew there'd soon be hate in their ranks-was a slam- 
bang firebreathing affair at an old downtown studio w/ free beer for 
all. I personally witnessed disgusted patrons heading for the exits 
early in their set while the real SF teen underground got their 
collective ass zonked w/ a heap of tandem call/response shouting & 
some great jitterbugging stage moves not to mention some very 
reckless & foolhardy rock slop. Goes Wa\ Out! is recorded 
immaculately—I surely could not ask for more overkill cymbal crash 
& general red-decibel blaring—and they poured so much heat into 
buzzsaw originals like "You Irritate Me" & "Get Out Of My House" 
that it confirms once moreover that ultra-vital new life can continually 
be coughed into turbo garage punk even w/ some of the major players 
(Gories/Mummies/Night Kings) missing from the game. This is shit 
rock at its apex; I need not nor do I want to render a higher 
compliment. (Estrus; P.O. Box 2125, Bellingham WA 98227-2125) 

SUPERCHARGER "Rev It Up! " 7"EP 
A 4-song unintended companion to the LP, which must first be 
enjoyed before graduating on to this fine albeit lesser 7”. Grab a 
friendly neighbor & give 'em a good root while playing "I'm A Hog 
For You Baby" and then tell me that you're not having a good time. 
(Bag Of Hammers; P.O. Box 928, Seattle WA 98111) 

BILLY CHILDISH AND THE BLACKHANDS "Black Girl/The 
Double Axe” 7" 





As you very well know Mr. William Childish has contracted out a 
staggering amount of vinyl under various monikers, a conundrum that 
has had me wanting to write him off simply for sheer volume of 
product & my inability to keep it all straight But the man continues to 
blast back & go "forward", so to speak, where others shrivel up and 
recoil. Take for instance the Blackhands project-he continues to use 
his cheaper-the-better aesthetic as a virtual other instrument, i.e. the 
blown-out mic and one-take lo-Fidelity feel of Caesars & Headcoats 
punk rock records has been successfully carried over into mournful 
delta blues and UK skiffle music with the net result being, well, a 
great thing. "Black Girl" features a wavering vocal just like ol’ Huddle 
Led be tter hisself and could've with some imagination been hidden on 
the Arhoolie British Isles sampler in the 50's, and "The Double Axe 
turns one of the rawest & wildest Mighty Caesars numbers into a 
goddamn bangers & mash and good strong beer for all hootenanny. 
For my part I'm staying away from the Headcoats bin for now & 
plundering this one. (Sympathy; 4901 Virginia Ave., Long Beach CA 
90805) 


TUB JOHNSON AND THEE HEADCOATS "Tubs Twist/Sad 
Sack” 7" 

Johnson seems to be a new player in the Childish/Hangman empire 
& is a BlackHand as well. Billy's on drums, Ron Drano's on bass & 
the way-back machine's on "go". Two very Wray-ish instrumentals, 
one which swings, one which lopes like a hangdog & both are nght 
on. Let's keep moving. (Sympathy; 4901 Virginia Ave., Long Beach 
CA 90805) 


STRAIGHT SLICE.^ u0fr -, u|fA 

echo-004 CHOK-rw 


DIAGONAL SLICE. 

echo-005 


ROLLING CUT. n A Mir EQr 

echo-006 . * 

Service 7’ 


CUBE/DICE. 

echo- 007 


PANDA 


CUT IT BITE-SIZE ,.. COOK IT FAST 
...SERVE |T QUICKLY. 

•jfsend 3 bucks for each recipe to- 

ech°net 

RO. BOX 26238 

SAN FRANCISCO.CALI. 

94126 


BILLY CHILDISH "Der Henkermann-Kitchen Recordings" LP 
This is a rather nondescript one, apparently from Switzerland w/ an 
execeedly uninformative sleeve even by Hangman standards. The 
record, on the contrare, is outstanding solo Childish on guitar & 
lonelyvoice, accompanying himself with all manner of big-boot-on- 
wood-floor stomps, whistles, harmonica wails, & hfmdclaps^ You d 
figure he recorded haunted broke-down croaks like "Maudie" in the 
kitchen or something. He takes most of the piss & spit out of his own 
"Baby Who Mutilated Everybody's Heart" and ends up w/ a Charlie 
Patton-referenced version that sounds real cool & evil. What a talent. 
He could do this for shillings in Trafalgar Square and starve, they tell 
me Now ain't that just the dickens? We shan't let it happen. (Tom 
Produkt; c/o Recrec Postfach 717, CH-8026 Zurich, Switzerland) 

SUGARSHOCK "I Hate The Kids/Country F.U. 22" T 

An explosive sock in the eye from a split-gender unit straight out of 
Hoboken, embracing maximum garage capacity overloaded w/ slide 
guitar spark-shooting & feral careenings into abject noise. I went out 
& found their other 7" because this one was so, so, so good, and let 
me just tell you that Sugarshock are minute-and-a-half marvels at 
snapping off a branch of the whole Pussy Galore/STP/Action 
Swingers/etc. "thing" and stuffing it down the throat of snotty little 
60’s reductionist bowl-cut crybabies, you know what I mean? Terri 
W. would scream 'Trash-my favorite kind of music!”. (Thrill 
Jockey; P.O. Box 1527, Peter Stuyvesant Station, New York NY 
10009) 

CYCLOPS "Light/Spolcyc" 7" 

This registers a fainter blip when cashed in next to recent N/. 
rumblings from Alastair Galbraith, Dadamah & Garbage And The 
Flowers, but I thought I'd mention the weaving fuzz & vocal jousting 
of Bruce Blucher and Andre Richardson on "Light as being a great 
indigenous beacon that kicks up a bunch of dust & still sounds 
ravishing. "Spolcyc”-hold it up to the mirror-takes a spectacularly 
pretentious idea, a languished reading of Virgil's Aeneid, and wraps 
around it outer-spaced organ, keyboard/synth frizzle & hypnotic 
feedback whine which in its way turns an old sheepdog into a new 
bag of studio tricks. Very stunning & appropos sleeve as well. Nice 
work. (New World Of Sound; P.O. Box 4614, Highland Park NJ 
naortdi 










THE DEAD C: The Future Now Is Here Today 


New Zealand's DEAD C have been for several years now 
making a virtual mockery of conventional rock music by 
funneling & hotwiring the basis of the energy that were overly 
familiar with into new realms of slow-grind noise & total tonal 
disconnection. But please don't let me tell you about it; for that 
we've hired a friend to do the job of explaining the upside- 
down fogged unsound of the Dead C. I'm employed in this 
column simply to give you a frame of reference and raison 
d'etre, since we have two new releases since the last real 
studio record. I’m speaking of course of the sprawling, grimed 
double LP Harsh Seventies Reality . Their debut DR503 LP on 
CD has been reissued in the US on Feel Good All Over, with a 
bonus version of the truly fucked "Max Harris" from the 
edition-of-20 Dead Sea Perform Max Harris , cassette. 
Siltbreeze went them one better and reissued a later cassette 
entitled Trapdoor Fucking Exit on CD along with extra tracks 
like the gorgeous & epic "Helen Said This" that stands up in 
sum as the definitive Dead C aural document. Tim Ellison 
wrote in the second issue of the fine rock magazine that he 
curiously calls Rock Mag what I think is the best chapter-and- 
verse unraveling of the Dead C's crystalline universe. With 
Mr. Ellison's permission granted, I will now reprint it for you 
here (remember this is a review of Harsh 70's Reality and not 
the two CDs I wish to discuss): 

DEAD C Harsh Seventies Reality (Siltbreeze) — I have 
studied this album and compiled a compendium of 
IMPORTANT DEAD C MOVES for your rock and roll 
edification. (You gotta love me.) 

1. ) THE 20-MINUTE HOOK-This double album starts with 
the side-long "U.F.O. Driver", fine programme music (y’know, 
like Hector Berlioz) that succeeds in its plan to not connote 
"music" (per se) but be vague noise that MIGHT JUST BE 
like travelling in a UFO. (It’s cool how they do this camp stuff 
about UFO's in such a garbage-y and intense and surreal way.) 
But anyway, it's 20 minutes of this one fucking idea and if 
you’re gonna stick with it. The Dead C have pretty much got 
you in their grasp afterwards so there you have it: THE 20- 
MINUTE HOOK. 

2. ) PUNK ROCK-Yeah, like "Sky" REDEFINES punk rock, 
really. The obnoxiousness of the guitar sound and the drums is 
SERIOUS like little short of The Electric Eels (in fact). 

3. ) THE DEAD C REV-UP-Wherein you begin a new piece 
with sparseness and disjointedness and arhythmic-ness and the 
guitars are so incredibly distorted that it's like motors revving 
up. Fine way to start a song...(but then when you do lock into 
a groove, be sure to make it POST-APOCALYPTIC: The 
Dead C have songs about the U.S. fucking up the world by 
dropping their fucking bombs all over the place and fucking 
killing everyone and wrecking everything and if you don't 
want political rhetoric in the music you listen to then you can 
at least remember these guys have a sense of humor about it). 

4. ) EXPLOSIVE SPUTTERING-You might suppose you'd 
get annoyed at these guys when they don’t lock into a groove 
and get their shit together (like how sometimes you might 
wish The Sun City Girls would get to the point or something 
when they're noodling), but with Dead C their SPUTTERING 
is so EXPLOSIVE (and they throw in the occasional novelty 
moment to keep you entranced by the weirdness and keep you 
guessing) that it's almost always interesting noise and pretty 


powerful (see Dead C move #6). 

5. ) USE OF NO-WAVE SITUATTONISM-Like on "Shark" 
they just seem to be picking up on any old thing riff-wise or 
rhythm-wise as long as it's sufficiently nothing and nowhere 
and proceed to let it go nowhere and put a bunch of random 
stuff on it. (And then do it again on the next cut <in a totally 
different way> to prove how weird you are.) 

6. ) DISTORTED GUITARS-A highly refined trash aesthetic 
here. I don’t mean to be so silly as to champion something 
because there's a buncha distorted guitars on it but it's actually 



more of a situation of like how Thurston Moore describes the 
sound of Nikki Sudden’s guitar on that old Swell Maps song 
"Let's Build A Car", which "comes slicing slabbing and 
fuzzifying off that crackling vinyl groove and you know yr 
gonna rock". I mean, there's considerable POWER in just the 
strumming of open guitar notes on "Suffer Bomb Damage . A 
magical repetition of timbres rendered more shocking through 
those very repetitions and their circumstantial-weirdness- 
quotient and/or attitude problem. 

7. ) THE VOCAL HOOK-Lyrics seem pretty 
incomprehensible a lot at least in terms of linear poetic 
methodology (i.e. not deconstruction methodology), but (at 
least to a novice Dead C listener like me: a guy who has 
OTHER THINGS TO DO IN LIFE than constantly listen to 
the Dead C for your rock n' roll edification) a big Dead C 
move is the silly vocal hook where you act out ambiguously 
allusive emotional stuff like you yell "Sit down!" a bunch of 
times so the listener gets the picture of some really vague 
delirious situation but God knows what it might be. (Other 
examples of this are when they keep saying stuff like talking 
about "the wee-wee" or growl "I have more important things 
to worry about!". 

8. ) PLAY A SINGLE CHORD AND LET IT RING FOR 
FOUR SECONDS AND THEN PLAY IT AGAIN-I think 
they've probably read that book that Jandek published on 
chord voicings. 

And, in conclusion, I have this to say to you: You have to 



















realize this music (unlike the sublime moments of other 
sprawling bands like Television or Spacemen 3) makes little 
attempt to GET HIGH and/or remain there so it's not a heaven- 
rock trip; it’s pretty earthy. Good music to play AT WAY 
HIGH MAXIMUM VOLUME while talking baths, going to 
sleep, having sex, driving through the desert. Dead C are all 
about the elasticity/expansion/reduction/destruction of time, 
drawing your attention to the microcosmic bubble of musical 
envelopment that really spaces your head out and delivers up a 
piece of eternity. 

Now wasn't that educational? I might add that Trapdoor 
Fucking Exit has Chris Heazlewood (Sferic Experiment, Olla, 
others) on third guitar, heaping yet more distortion overload 
on six monster (live?) tracks, all of which reek of explosive 
sputtering & mad unformed ideas somehow working 
themselves into transcendentally amazing recordings. Finally 
let me say that these two CDs are quite probably your best 
introduction to the Dead C’s gestalt (despite the fact that 
DR503 was recorded in ’87 and Trapdoor in’89 & '90—they’re 
a tad more reigned in & less envelope-pushing than Harsh 
Seventies Reality . but believe you me this is all very relative) 
and that you might want to think about running out and 
grabbing them right about now. (Rock Mag : c/o Tim Ellison, 
4172 1st Avenue, San Diego CA 92103; Feel Good All Over: 
P.O. Box 148428, Chicago IL 60614; Siltbreeze: Box 53297, 
Philadelphia PA 19105) 


GATE "Sunshine/Ives” 7” 

Churning & rolling guitar suspension that sears something not 
unlike a wicked kind of 4-track heavy metal, not suprising coming 
from the Dead C's Michael Morley as it does or from a man who 
titled his LP, simply. Guitar . I'm reminded in "Sunshine” of two of 
my favorite bridge-to-nowhere numbers of the last couple years, the 
Dead C’s own "Hell Is Now Love" and "Power", in which conceptual 
boundaries & song endings exist only because someone said they 
have to. "Ives” is a big screeching racket and I'm just a little man. Just 
in: Dead C US Nov .93 tour is off. For now. (Twisted Village; P.O. 
Box 35604, Brighton MA 02135) 

BLOODLOSS "Broke/Hair Of The Future" 7" 

Our reporters in Seattle say that ever since all the Australians 
moved in w/ the express intention of taking over the drug & alcohol 
supply the whole town's been looking for the polite & politically 
correct way to ask them to scram. Maybe this'll keep the welcome mat 
out a little longer now that Martin Bland & Ren have corralled local 
son Mark Arm into a new stateside version of Bloodloss & are hitting 
on all fours with this unsurprisingly hotshit release which finds them 
right back in top fucking form. Interesting, I would say, how they’ve 
high-stepped from the trancing gloom of Human Skin Suit to the wild 
psych/noise freedom of The Truth Is Marching In to one-channel 
guitar drop-out wall of sound ramalama. Every now and again Ren 
punctuates whatever sound-space is left with a bit of lofty sax braying 
& it's all you can do after catching your breath to whisper "Go man, 
go". What a powerhouse. Look for an LP on Sympathy real soon. 
(Belltown; address nowhere; try c/o General Delivery, Seattle WA) 



I'M GOING TO PUNCH YOU 
IN THE FACE, HIPPIE 

60's Reissues with Doug Pearson 


There’s a new sound sweeping through the living rooms of 
dilapidated semi-detached's & crummy walk-ups housing rockers 
across the country. Of course, it’s not really new-the recordings 
were made twenty-plus years ago, but in this case, "previously 
unheard" is a close enough synonym for "new". And anyway, 
heavy psychedelia with maximum fuzz and acid-drenched 
distortions are a welcome sound, no matter what the era. The 
problem here is that the only people who know enough to unearth 
this stuff for release can also consider it new, as they still seem to 
be living in the 60's, which places the music in a different, all-too- 
forgiving context. And at $15-$30 (or more) for an album, you 
can't afford to be that forgiving when something doesn't live up to 
the dealer’s description. Although anyone with an interest in this 
stuff has their own biases, a second opinion can never hurt. 

The pick of the issue, as far as these reissues are concerned, 
would have to be the BENT WIND’S Sussex LP, made available 
for at least some of the masses (many of these editions are nearly 
as small as the originals...) on a Kissing Spell CD. Unlike many of 
the recordings of this ilk, which layer distorto-fuzz guitar leads 
over rather sedate pop harmonies (such as fellow Canucks 
PLASTIC CLOUD, whose album is one of the few worthwhile 
releases on the generally dull Laser's Edge label, which 
specializes in the kind of '60’s/70’s prog that drives Tim Warren to 
violent bloodlust), the Bent Wind are densely rough and raw 
throughout the album, both on the guitar crushers and the less 
intense tunes that might've turned balladic in lesser hands. They’re 
said to persist to this day, but this, their debut LP recorded but a 
few months after they formed, could be considered a lo-fi classic 
on par with "Rocket To Nowhere" or fJev?r Be?n CyughJL 
Mot her fucker --the liner notes (written by the band’s 
producer /discoverer/svengali) state, "...the tracks were bounced 
back and forth between a pair of old Ampex two tracks...the added 


hiss an' noise from the old tube equipment can be a bit 
distracting", so you should already suspect that this is one of those 
few albums where recording + recording "technology" = 
perfection. Which, I suppose, means it should've been made 
available on vinyl (oh well...). Psych-noise nuts will be thrilled to 
fmd that "The Lions" is about the closest any original has come to 
a Vermonster cover. 

Speaking of Vermonster, in the wake of their Instinctively 
Inhuman LP, Little Wing have a box set of the first three albums- 
including the masterwork from which Vermonster's covers were 
spawned. Stoned Guitar — bv New Zealand’s HUMAN INSTINCT. 
The set compiles Billy ’T-K" Tekahika's contributions to the band 
as frontman and master of the fuzz/wah guitar, before he rejected 
the decadent western rock culture (or something like that) for the 
traditional sounds of his Maori brothers and ancestors (word is that 
to this day he still must fend off requests for "Stoned Guitar" when 
he plays before racially mixed audiences at home). While Billy T- 
K's guitar does soar on all three records. Burning Up Years has 
several typically "hard rock" numbers (many penned by JESSE 
HARPER, aka Doug Geradine, a fellow Kiwi also temporarily 
relocated to London, whose album of the same on Kissing Spell is 
already out of print), which still aren’t enough to tarnish the 15- 
minute title track in the least...and Pins 1n_lL the third album, 
already shows signs of weariness setting in, with songs that veer 
too far into the realms of funk and treacle. Stoned Guitar most 
assuredly projects noise & nuance, melody & menace (or 
mystery?). Almost worth the hefty price of the set in itself. 

Another aspiring guitar hero of the era—this time back in the 
UK-was Martin Weaver, whose career is currently being 
documented by Kissing Spell. Most recent is sixty minutes of his 
first band, WICKED LADY, from 1968 (formed with a couple of 
his Hell's Angels mates after he stole an expensive guitar from the 

























SLANT SAND "Center Of The Universe” CD 

. made some promises in the dark about an exhaustive Giant Sand article/retrospective/hossana session that never came to fruit so I’m kinda left 
wondering what to do. Restless are doing what somebody ought to have undertaken a while ago—they're out to round in the cheers that have 
re=n unwisely misspent on others while Howe Gelb & co. have languished in the desert cranking out oddball genre-bending records as quickly as 
~^£?ic3ns have ignored them. Now I know virtually everything that's been written about the band focuses on poor poor Giant Sand & the sad fact 
^ey're unjustly unloved here, so let's talk about the latest record and why it’s important you hear it. Center Of The Universe is the first new 
: in the aforementioned campaign and follows CD reissues of '90’s Swerve and '91's Ramp , on Restless, and if Ramp wasn’t such a 
aesrcstructed mess of country swagger and tuney pop freak accidents Id call this the best single thing they’ve done since Ballad OfAThin Line 
tLZl - ay back in the mid-Reagan era. Gelb's uncorking more guitar fuzz BIGNESS than ever here and is using the studio itself as a not-so-secret 
* Sonic Drive In" is actually a psyclone of complete screeching noise, something I thought I wouldn't be hearing from this outfit ever 

- What really drives Giant Sand & pretty much always has is Gelb's idiosyncratic take on what it means to be a songwriter; he'll nod in any 
direction the crow flies, jack up a country & western number with a heaping helping of distortion, let his little daughter sing, and will 
asni i nonsense phrase around a melody line like a string of pearls, so that even if you have no idea what he's barking about it still sounds like a 
it brand of homespun truth. You're either with him or against him. More next issue. (Restless; P.O. Box 6420, Hollywood CA 90028) 


: : il shop), whose hilariously pathetic decline and demise are 
“indented in the priceless liner notes. The music documented 

- - -in is suitably aggressive, and Weaver's fuzz & wah are in 
3 lex effect, but the rhythm section wear their H habit like a merit 

Their lethargy is overbearing, but still adds to the 
nemcing and brooding urgency of the songs. Fans of Nick 
man's epochs of interminable melodic improvisations may 

- in: to investigate; the 10-minute (generally faded from greater 
nr:h) jams are enticing and aggrandizing throughout, but never 

3ach the climax that seems so consistantly forthcoming. The fx 
m; mra of malevolance are turned down a bit for the DARK (no 
• i_irion to Cleveland gothcore), who employed Weaver's services 
ihir the Wicked Lady's final performance, where the curtain was 
I±ed to reveal three stone-cold passed-out strung-out mind-blitzed 
rrcoe bodies. 

“he Astral Navigations CD (on Background) by "Holyground" is 
azcually credited to the studio where the two bands on this split 
ID, UGHTYEARS AWAY and THUNDERMOTHER, recorded it 
mrier the aegis of Mike Levon & Dave Wood (respectively). The 
focmer include some interesting piano & effect treatments in their 

- uic, which is unfortunately rather fruity folk-psych. It's 
~h:_zidermother who are the true find, with their heavy, wah-ed out 
boogie. They're no Status Quo or Grand Funk, and temper their 7- 
^nute rock excesses with excellent lead/rhythm interplay and 
minrion-twisting use of effects. As with the Wicked Lady, even 
±ae slower & lazier parts are intensely dark & edgy. 

FIRE were a power trio operating out of The Netherlands 
I-hough with Eastern European-sounding names), whose Could 
Understand Me LP covers typical fuzz boogie in some depth 
trough its guitar meanderings. However, only "Flames", the final 
r-ck, really explodes with the guitar noise you’d hope for, and 
iresn't really hold up as a song, only a funky boogie jam. I think 
-its one got a bit overrated along the way. 

I couldn't guess how many Current 93 fans would care to know, 
the Japanese reissue of First Utterance by COMUS is the 
nspiration that shows David Tibet's been trying to match for years. 
£ would be hard to outshine this frenzied and sinew-rending folk- 
ps>ch, ornamented with just enough beauty to lull you into the 
: regional false sense of security. The markedly pagan lyrics 
server charming tales of executing hapless Christians, murder & 
Tjcrcphilia, a piping satyr raping virgin nymphs, and others from 
dark edge of history & mythology. Not the least bit "twee"— 
TLrre H.P. Lovecraft than J.R.R. Tolkein. 

One seeking something "relaxing" would be far better served by 
FAR OUT, whose eponymous reissue on Satori indicates that 
s PSF (and other labels') artists don’t have as easy a shot as 
l - d think at the alltime Japanese Psychedelic Emperor crown. 
Trs outfit went for the ultimate late-night withdrawn-from-the- 
wrcld sound that stands as a worthy predecessor to White Heaven, 
I: i Mukai, Angel'n Heavy Syrup, Ghost, and even Fushitsusha's 
-:i:er moments. The deliberately plucked guitar melodies, vast 
ecfrfi. soaring Quicksilvery leads, and even the (perhaps slightly 

- • it- ) dramatic yet unforced vocals all contribute to an ideal 
-m: sphere here. The only possible complaint is that the two 
ie^gtby tracks both continue for a bit too long, but on the other 
bend, if you're listening to this music to thoroughly enjoy it, you 

: be in any state to notice (or care) where the time goes. 


WICKED LADY 

That's it! Until next issue, stay high, but don't forget which 
decade you're living in. 

(Forced Exposure carry a bunch of these: P.O. Box 9102, Waltham 
MA 02254-9102; Kissing Spell: P.O. Box 100, Leiston, Suffolk 
IP116UU, UK) 
















ROCKET FROM THE CRYPT photo: Steve Caruso 


ROCKET FROM THE CRYPT "Pure Genius/Lift And Love" 7" 

I don't know about pure genius but pure abject fun— hallelujah. 
These crowd pleasers have always seemed to save the best heat blasts 
for the singles, and while the A-side may almost be an exception (it 
only slightly ROCKS in the manner of the last handful) it's still a 
overloaded honker and a romper and a stomper. There are a few 
bands I'd rather see naked but few I'd rather see play live right here & 
right now and that’s the god’s honest truth. "Lift And Love" is their 
reinterpretation. I'm told, of Crucial Youth's "Wake Up And Lift". 
What a righteous bunch of dudes. (Drunken Fish; 8600 W. Olympic 
Blvd., Los Angeles CA 90035) 

DRAG KING "Jazz Monster/Back Burner" 7" 

A product of crisp refined intelligence higher than mine-full bore 
psychotic freedom on the perhaps-a-little-too-easily-titled "Jazz 
Monster" that grinds in some slanted guitar terror w/ semi-wandering 
semi-late Sac .Trust "jazz" & more identifiable bleak groove-riding 
rock muck on "Back Burner". Lose some cards for ham-handed junior 
high politics on the insert, win ’em back & then some for making a 
fine burrowing heavy-eyelid kind a record and Drag King’s right up to 
21. Your deal. (Trixie; P.O. Box 379373, Chicago IL 60637) 

THINKING FELLERS UNION LOCAL 282 "Where’s Officer 
Tuba" EP 

The magnificent Mother Of All Saints set came out about two 
minutes after the last issue of this magazine so I never got a chance to 
pontificate and go off on a million different tangents about the 
dawning of a new bridge between an experimental five-ring circus 
and their unusual unplanned arrivals at some of the most trancing yet 


jarring rock and roll made today. As the band relaxes after several 
tours and numerous side projects (among them US Saucer, Heavenly 
Ten Stems, Steeple Snakes), we are left with this potent gift to our 
brothers and sisters in the UK, which distills Mother down into a 12" 
45rpm extended-play record with a couple of bonus twists for you & 
yours. You will rejoice in a substantially higher-fi version of 
Caroliner’s "Outhouse Of The Pryeeeee" than on the Nuf Sed split 7", 
as well as delight in "Hive" from the 2xLP/CD, which Tm heartened 
to see has supplanted their Ozark Mountain Daredevils cover as the 
"easy rock" selection in their live to-do. There’s also the one-minute 
cosmic gleam of "I Am Beautiful, I Am Good", related in some vague 
way to the album's 'Tell Me". This is more polish than spit for those 
used to the band's ever-burgeoning bag of tricks, but when you're a 
champ you’re a champ all the way. (Hemiola; 35 Bambrough St, 
Burley, Leeds, LS4 2QY ENGLAND) 

HUMPERS "Positively Sick On 4th Street" LP/CD 

These boys have at last reached "high time" for their live 
bombardment of the last 2 years & thank somebody their big deal 
fmally-convinccd-Long-Gone-John platter is made up of these same 
hi-octane ass-whompers. They mine & appropriate trodden 
sunglasscore territory like the growling champions they are, 
militaristic ally storming the gates with the thunder of early NY 
Heartbreakers/Voidoids punk but with the something-or-other that a 
bazillion other clowns can't touch. It’s a grand teton-sized bag of 
scum-riffage goods alright, and when taken in the right context (a 
sack of potatos, a can of Hamm's) it’s the shit. God bless'm. 
(Sympathy; 4091 Virginia Ave., Long Beach CA 90805) 

TRUMAN'S WATER "Jubileeeee" 7"EP 

Are they quacks or do they know where they're going to? Do they 
get what they’re hoping for, when they look and find that there's no 
open door? What are they hoping for? Do they know? (The Way Out 
Sound; 2284 Manchester Ave., Cardiff CA 92007) 

TRUMAN'S WATER "Spasm Smash XXXOXOX Ox & Ass" 
2xLP/CD 

OK, now here we go. When these handsome San Diegans are on 
they’re infinitely capable of some of the most frothing power 
dynamics and every-which-way guitar cataclysms around, and here 
they're "on" more often than not. They’re one of my absolute favorite 
live bands at the moment and I'd not only walk across the street to see 
them play their growing-like-a-weed brand of stuttered 
improvisations Fd buy them the boat to get there. I've got a minor 
beef though, and that would be that there's no good reason a band so 
young & hungry should put every single solitary studio moment they 
stumble upon out to the public-at-large. Many of the less patient will 
dally around with this long exercise in bent tune pegs, meandering 
noise baths & wonderfully roaring all-together-now blurs and 
conclude its two sides too taxing for their trouble; some of these 
fumblcrs may in fact be right. At most you could've lopped off about 
a half of this & been left with one of the more satisfying listening 
experiences of the year; as it is you are anyway so hey! Dissecting the 
intricasies of Spasm Smash has proven to be a fun chore & there’s a 
pot of steaming gold ("Rations", "Aroma Of Gina Arnold", 'Top Of 
Morning", etc.) left in its jagged grooves for the beautiful people. 
Shakedown in Truman land: wildboy drummer Ely out, Michael 
"lampshade" Lupro (former Cactopus gtr) very much in. More news 
as it hits us. (Homestead; P.O. Box 800, Rockville Centre NY 11571- 
0800) 

CAROLINER "Bead Trail To JardunneyThe Cooking Stove Beast" 
7" 

The supposed leading light in Caro liner is a man named Grux, a 
fellow so alternative that he once refused to shake a friend's 
outstretched hand with the sneered rejoinder "Oh...how normal ". And 
that kinda sums Caroliner up, you know? Why be normal. I’ll admit to 
having trouble focusing & keeping my balance at their live 
extravaganzas (they cannot properly be called anything less) but like a 
sheep to the slaughter or whatever I keep coming back for a yearly 
peek. Here we find them after x amount of LP's with their first 7", and 
the loping peyote stumble of "Bead Trail To Jardunne" just might be 











Suffering from 
EMBARRASSMENT? 



; : 'iggs- “Bad Word For A Good Thing” / “Friggs 
f-f ~=! 009 ) 7” Very cool Jersey girls strut their stuff. 
: 'a? stuff! PS 


./res- “Self-Centered Girl” / “What’s A Girl...” 

2 ace garage covers fueled by Buzzy’s Roast 


- Mummies- Never Been Caught (TR oos) Ip Lock 
•a .‘.omen and children! 


*ne Country Rockers- Free Range Chicken 
p x- tvcd A beautiful record for beautiful people. 
3c 3c So with Ringo! 


: : _s Artists- Shakin’Fit (CR 006 ) lp/cd Soul 
sepia stompers! 16 track vinyl, 30 track cd! 


The Swingin’ Neckbreakers - Live for Buzz (tr 012 )lp/cd The hardest rockin 
garage combo in the universe. 14 killer tracks. Also: “Little Pink Medicine” / “Bama 
Lama Lama Loo” 7” w/PS (tr 013 ) non-lp B-side on Pepto-Bismol colored vinyl. 

Menster Phip and the Phipsters - Phip City! (troio) lp/cd All the hipsters 
are flippin’ for the Phipsters! 20 monster cuts including the hit “Daddy Wants A Cold 
Beer” It doesn’t get any better than this. 

Various Artists - Get A Board! ($r 1007 ) lp/cd A stunning combination of 60’s surf 
and hot rod obscurities, both vocal and instrumental make this a must for ho-dads and 
gremmies alike. 16 slices of perfection on vinyl, 29 on cd (bonus cuts from Wail On The 
Beach/) (SR 1004 ) lp 


. i :i ten LP’s $8 CD’s $12 7” $3 Please include $2.50 for postage & handling. Overseas send IRC for rates. Send for our 
v and fact-filled catalog! Stores buy direct or contact our fine distributors: USA: Cargo, Caroline, Dutch East, Get Hip, K, 
Easesr. Performance, Revolver, Scat and Subterranean. Foreign: Big City (U.K.), Cargo (Candada), Groovy Eyes (France), 
;i~i:hore (The Netherlands), Thrills (Germany). P.O. Box 1123, Hoboken, NJ 07030 • Fax (201) 653-9189 


ELSTAR 

re cords 


Not able to show your face in public? 
Can’t make conversation at parties? 
Don’t know the latest dances? 

*76e cd eod?; 

Buy Telstor Records! 




ALL OF OUR BANDS SUCK! 


Heiii4 • The Smears • 6 song i" 

From Bloomington Indiana, three crazed and nasty girls that like boys. 

Hel!13 • Oufsideinfiide • S/T • 8 song 10' 

Spiraling hypnotic feedback guitars and tons of hooks. 

One foot in the garage and the other in the clouds. Very trippy full color cover. 

HelllO • Butt Trumpet • I Left My Flannel In Seattle/Pink Gun • 7' 

Abrasive, amusing and fucked up. Watch where you put your stylus! 

Hell09 • Outsideinside • North Hollywood, Capitol Of Pornography/Desire/Rumble • 7' EP 
A nitro-charged garagefest with a twist of regional humor. 

Souped up and modified Link Wray cover. 

Heii06 • Black Angel's Death Song • Sinning With A Policy/The Brett Sessions • Cd only 
Minimal percussion, maximum distortion. 

Heiio4 • Red Aunts • 4 song 7' 

We were the first to recognize the true genius of this phenomenal girl combo. 

He!!02 • Harmless • Protect Us From Evil • Lp/Cd 
Disturbing jazz direct from the lounge of your local sanitarium. 

Heiioi • Fearless Leader* j#$;! • Lp/cd 

Political incorrectness influenced by Kiss and Spam. Produced by Jeff Dahl. 

HELL YEAH RECORDS: PO Box 1975, Burbank, CA 91507 

LP&10" S8.00/CD $11.00/7** $4.00 U.S. POSTPAID • LP S12.00/CD $15.00/7** $5.00 OUTSIDE U.S. 
Send $1 for our huge, 3000+ item catalog full of cool indie & rare records, mags and more. 
Distributed by Mordam Records, San Francisco 


















the lost link between the Boredoms & early Carter Family. I see a 
music video featuring tumbleweeds, a slopjar, a Mahaney bus full of 
retarded children and the ubiquitous singing bull. Let's get to work! 
Artwork & lettering is resplendent as usual & this one comes with a 
hankie to wipe up with after shaking hands as well. (Nuf Sed; Box 
591075, San Francisco, CA 94159) 

GUIDED BY VOICES "The Grand Hour" 7"EP 
This Dayton OH ensemble jumped into everyone's laps around the 
same time with this after putting out, what is it, 6 LP’s so far in 
complete obscurity? They play a complex game that is orchestrated 
by a set of pretty arcane rules, like write-a-mindblowingly-great- 
song-that's-over-in-15-seconds ("I’ll Get Over It"), or the old splice- 
and-cut-a-song-to-ribbons-until-it's-not-even-a-real-song-anymore 
trick. In what is labeled as six tracks they explore twisted & soaring 
Krautrock, early Pavement-style tomfoolery, lo-lo-lo fidelity guitar 
mangling, and annoyingly goofy pop experimentations like Fly 
Ashtray gone very very wrong. Somehow I figure the desolation of 
their hometown begets a certain amount of this anything-goes 
grasping. I love it. Now I'm gonna find me that latest LP that certain 
quarters are busting a nut over. In the meantime... (Scat; P.O. Box 
141161, Cleveland OH 44114) 

GUIDED BY VOICES "Vampire On Titus" CD 
Well, I finally found it, it's called Propeller and it forms the second 
half of this fine CD--the preferred half in these quarters. Not that the 
new record is anything less than cool fucked-with Mersey 
manipulations but Propeller' s got nothing-up-my-sleeve-presto moves 
like little else going down these days and pins these hunks on my 



ALASTAIR GALBRAITH photo: Sherri Scott 


wahl for a lot longer than your basic flavor of the weekend. Next up is 
a Siltbreeze 7", a little touring, and the hearts and minds of you & 
yours. (Scat; P.O. Box 141161, Cleveland OH 44114) 

ALASTAIR GALBRAITH "Morse" LP 
There is a simple, crisp, tremendously ghostly beauty to this man’s 
work that may have been swashbuckling through his earlier records 
but nowhere is it hypnotically crytallized as finitely as on this LP. 
Galbraith elicits Syd Barrett tags from a few comers and that's surely 
applicable for its drug-gripped unprogammatic feel and gently sinister 
interstellar cries, but our man didn't arrive at one of the 90*s most 
uniquely amazing records by some lunatic accident. MqLSJL ts all 
warm electro-folk strum, beyond-the-cosmos fatherly vocals & very 
abrupt endings. Galbraith is the seer, we are the seen. He’s got some 
heavy-hitting guests here from across the Xpressway pantheon and I 
don't know what else to tell you except for this is a landmark fucking 
record. Just close your eyes and believe. (Siltbreeze; P.O. Box 53297, 
Philadelphia PA 19105) 

CHEATER SUCKS "Whiskey" LP 

Grunting basement scorch from Boston manglers who've done 
some pretty neat things with their highly obscure 60's punk record 
collections, like practically re-invent the genre. I’d say. Except for the 
Cheater Slicks riddled it w/ holes & filled them in with a loincloth 
patchwork of sub-human tunings & 2-guitar low-end growls and then 
just plumb forgot to dress dapperly. The kind of lowbrow gentlemen 
that would postulate that "Leave My House" would be just perfect to 
cover. This builds on the "I'm Grounded" 7"—their finest moment 
until now in a career of fine moments—and no production credit is 
given because this record, quite frankly, has no production. Flip it 
over and there’s a 23-? 28-? Does it matter? -minute track called 
"Thinkin' Some More" that they periodically threaten to unleash live 
whenever the red beans & rice aren't sticking to their ribs enough. 
Sure it's absurd, but it's also a near-half hour where you were chipping 
your teeth on the Slicks & not watching Jake And The Fat Man. (In 
The Red; 2627 E. Strong Place, Anaheim CA 92806) 

THE MYSTREATED "There’s No Escape" 7"EP 

Talk about ripe for the slaughter-4 lovely lads with mop-shag bowl 
cuts & turtlenecks perched on a roof, the word "Mono" displayed 
prominently below them, & a "creed" of "This is a New Breed: The 
sound and talent of 1966...here today". The Tell-Tale Hearts? 
Gravedigger 5? Penis Bellgrande? Actually we have here the 1993 
sound and talent of England's Mystreated, and the all-fuzz Billy 
Childish production should tell you plenty. It sounds, in fact, like a 
point blank carbon of The Morlocks' Emerge , the "wyldest" 
knockdown dragout 60's punk record that's not quite from the 60's. 
Since little white pills are supposed to be "in" again (ask anyone) 
maybe we can let them slide. Not bad. (Sympathy; 4901 Virginia 
Ave., Long Beach CA 90805) 

THE NEPHEWS "The Heliocentric Worlds Of The Nephews" LP 
In a world in which I held the keys to the kingdom you'd already be 
friendly w/ Tim Ellison as the editor, writer & publisher of the 
fabulous Rock Mag , published pretty much whenever out of San 
Diego & which is one of the 2 or 3 more important music publications 
on the planet. He takes the dull unserrated edge of the rock criticism 
sword & sharpens it w/ rarely-wasted verbosity, unbridled excitement 
for the underdog (not to mention a couple million-sellers) & has a 
major Fall fetish as well. Right on. The Nephews are his band, and he 
& Charlie & Robert have been engaging in this project for a good 8- 
10 years, internalizing a good 8-10 years of influences to show for it, 
from the left-field players in the early SST gang (Minutemen, 
Saccharine Trust, 1st LP Meat Puppets) to a record collection 
containing selections from the Hampton Grease Band, Blue Oyster 
Cult & a whole pile of early-LA punk 45's. I'm not wild about the 
thin-as-a-reed production on the LP, confirmed when they played a 
set light years beyond the record at The Chameleon recently that 
twisted the frenetic promise shown here into a stew with some very 
loose & spastic and especially LOUD components. Try saying that 
about your goddamn Lester Bangs records. (Amigo Records; P.O. 
Box 720862, San Diego CA 92172) 























WORLD OF POOH, circa 1989 photo: Nicole Penegor 

WORLD OF POOH ”A Trip To Your Tonsils” 7”EP 

Everyone sit Indian-style, 1 m going to tell you a story now: When I first carpetbagged my way into this town. 
World Of Pooh were quickly established as the musical grail I had come here for. The first time I saw them play was 
when they were "warming up” for Nice Strong Arm at the Kennel Club not long after the release of their LP The Land 
QLTJtirst. They did not seem very happy with each other. In fact, on-stage spats, sulking, pouting, smirking, etc. were 
de rigueur the next half-dozen times I saw them (which was virtually every show they played in SF after that night 
until their break-up in early *90). The last local show, at the Tenderloin’s beautiful Blue Lamp club, featured guitarist 
Kearney breaking a fake bottle over the head of bassist Manning. There was a little smoke, a few more songs, and 
then they vanished. 

I cried a lot the next few weeks. I felt so alone. World Of Pooh were my favorite band, local or otherwise, and they 
were serving up the most tension-filled, bitterest-pill dark pop music I'd ever heard, like it was nothing, nothing at all. 
Imagine that one of the shifting plates of the San Andreas fault is Brandan Kearney. Now imagine that the other 
shifting plate is Barbara Manning. There’s a tiny bit of space in between, but not much. Find a way to stick drummer 
Jay Paget in there. Something’s got to give, right? Now imagine music being created from this situation. That was 
World Of Pooh. The LP paints a picture of a caffeine-addled existential rush to blow off steam in 3-minute bursts, 
with a judicious use of gorgeous hooks and lyrics like ’’Give me one good reason why I should not kick your teeth 
down your throat...Stay away, your flesh disgusts me...Your intentions are an ugly parody of things I've always 
wanted/Things that you could never give...Seems like fear always closes our eyes as we connect the dots, la la la la la 
la la la la”. And that’s just one song (”Mr. Coffee-Nerves”). World Of Pooh also showed off their highly refined losers- 
in-love sensibilities w/ a cover of Half Japanese’s ’’Acupuncture” that was kicked around onstage for a while to fine 
effect. A great his vs. hers 7” on K followed, and Barbara went on to do her thing, Brandan his & Jay to find his true 
calling as the Thinking Fellers drummer. 

Lucky for you and lucky for me they recorded a few more tracks before the implosion, and that Nuf Sed finally had 
the wherewithal to let them upon us. ’’Stones Of Judgement” has been the top-dog mystery song in Barbara Manning's 
solo set for some years now, that delicately unbalanced number that we reckoned was called "Walking A Straight 
Line" & that never found its way onto her records for some reason. Now we know, and here it has a boiiing!-ing 
freakout guitar solo as a bonus. Wow. "Squirm Test" is prime Pooh, all sharp fragments & hurried patchwork but w/ 
the kind of mid-song surprise hook that I swear turns this feeble listener to jelly. We should all in theory be able to 
write songs that move like this, but you know what? We don't. "Owl Business” is the one that I well remember 
championing from the live days & the number I hoped would be on here after the president of Nuf Sed records 
heralded this project in '91, and "Blow The Smoke Away" is an elegant, very late night reading of a wafting ditty 
"recorded definitively in 1956 by Les Paul and Mary Ford". Indeed. I think that does it. The End. (Nuf Sed; P.O. Box 
591075, San Francisco CA 94159) 








YOU COULD NOT PRONOUNCE IT 


by Gregg Bereth 


Hello. The reviews in this column represent just a few of the latest 
& obscurest releases in the psych/folk/stoner/biker/zoner/sniffle/cry/ 
bleed/die genre. All are hardly—or in some cases, never were— 
available from their original sources. They are, however, available 
from ME. I am willing to trade any or all of these records for a new 
wife, preferably of Anglo-Saxon descent (this time). But I'm also 
interested in many other nice things, nice things I could not begin to 
pronounce in this column. Your want list will get mine. Please contact 
me c/o this magazine. Thank you. 

First off, from the middle of fuckin nowhere (or Woolloongabba, 
Australia) comes this split 7" from two defunct outfits, STRONTIUM 
DOGS and NOOSE. The 'Dogs cut seems to wallow in the fossils of 
Black Chrome, pumping out some doleful dope-as-art crud that thrills 
me so. Noose’s thing is more lil Goth puke w/ occasional flashes of 
Ollie Olsen "grunge", but the "black is beautiful" thing seems to be 
where they're at. A shame too, 'cause their sleeve had that look, which 
just goes to show you...but those Strontium Dogs, I wouldn’t have 
minded a whole record of just them. (23 Broadway St., 
Woolloongabba Ax Qld 4102 Australia) 

NEIL CAMPBELL may now be a household name in your abode 
due to his involvement w/ A BAND & the Durian Durian LP, so I 
know you’ll want to check out his solo cassette, Hi Fi Music . It could 
be that slice of heaven you've been waiting for. Recorded in the 
Winter of '92, the cuts are all hi fi improvisations, recorded direct into 
mono & the result is an accurate result of "quaint" English boredom. 
Pure tape splice-noise-junk, sped up, spit out; great titles ("Chewing 
Gum 'till the Batteries Run Out") all done w/ a sense of humor & 
obnoxiousness that'll have you saying "Eye who?". If you think the 


last couple've Hanatarash releases have been nothing more than Las 
Vegas fodder, well, you're right. If you wanna hear a tea-sipper go 
cuckoo in a cottage, write: 1 Sandbeck Place, Hunters Bow, Sheffield 
S I 1 8XP England. Enclose large denomination bills. 

FUZZHEAD have been around for an age, but finally there's an LP 
out (LSD) & it's a real "took too much" monster. The A-side has that 
pure swirling, free feel that’s completely out of time—imagine a 
collaboration of E. Pomerance, L. Kessler & Havester-but when 
you're slapped back into reality it's Kent, Ohio, Earth 1991. Side two 
is dominated by a live/splice cover of CAN'S "You Do Right" & w/ 
all its "authentic" space-plod & pro-narcotic atmosphere, it should 
come as no great shake to ’em when they find Malcolm Mooney 
picketing their driveway for a meal. A few of my "customers" have 
winced like snakebit squirrels as to the worth of this. I guess it's not 
for them. Is it for you? (Forced Exposure; P.O. Box 9102, Waltham 
MA 02254) 

Malcolm Tent is "famous" for being a local punk rock accordion¬ 
playing pest who released a 7" way back in '81 & if you ever come 
across a copy of it. I'll trade you a Stewart Brodian wooden nickel for 
it. Nowadays he seems to be part of a seemingly incendiary outfit 
known as the BUNNYBRAINS, whose 2nd 7" ("I’m Obsessed With 
My Looks/Bus Boy Bop") is just fine. "Obsessed" has an out've 
nowhere instrumental grate & goofus/genius blather that stomps like 
the 5 or 6 minutes between the Electric Eels & X—X. "Bus Boy" has 
that burnt/fried quality to it that bands on yesterday labels like 
L.A.F.M.S. & Pigface excelled at. This was done in a run of 200, in 
handmade, individualized sleeves & if you write today, it may cost 
you 5 bucks. Ask them about their live videos while you're at it. 



ILLUSTRA TI0N BY DR. McGUNCHEY 


























YO LATENGO 



'he Matador 
debut featuring 
5iG DAY COMING" 

1 =T20M A MOTEL SIX" 
and eight or nine more. 

Look for "BIG DAY COMING" 
video on your local cable TV. 



MATADOR RECORDS 676 BROADWAY NYC 10012 
PRODUCED BY ROGER MOUTENOT AND FRED BROCKMAN BOOKING: TWIN TOWERS MANAGEMENT: DELPHIC 



TPOS, 12 Mill Plain Rd., Danbury CT 06811) 

One listen to the TONO-BUNGAY 7" ( ,, Profit7 ,, Loss M ) and you're 
Sable to forget all about Bob Bannister's Little Feat tribute band. 
•Profit" is jacked-up, post-FMP muscle flex & would make a great 
:>:cndtrack for a Chris Marker-styled post-apocalypse sci-fi flick. 
’Less" sounds like an average day at the local radioactive, hydrogen- 
LLed swamp where the mutated crickets & bullfrogs click-n-croak in 
. pixilating rhythm. Way out. (New World Of Sound; P.O. Box 4634, 
Highland Park NJ 08904) 

Lately, every time I stick my ear into the local record shop, the 
rock clerk's been bending my ear about this RINGING 7" 
"Wonderful Tree Ears/Rusted House"). It's gotten to the point where 
he’s finally resorted to name calling ("Lady-boy" & "Shitface" are 
: nly two of the many, but I am suing for defamation of character) so I 
broke down & bought a copy. And while I don't feel a compulsion to 
rail every store in Wayne Co. to buy the remaining stock, it certainly 
:id carve out a curious niche. "House" has an ambience to it not 
unlike the sounds that fat Wire fans might make as they dive headfirst 
into a mason jar full've pickled copies of 154 . Mere words could not 
convey my, um, "impressment". "Ears", though, is more what I'm 
aiter-a staggeringly great take on urban street raga. You can almost 
smell the "Green Drum" wafting through the air. An LP's worth of 
ihis sort've whack I would be very up for-we could call it 4AM at 
Lafayette's. Why, I'd even cut & sell the Lavender myself to finance a 
rressing of 30 or so. Please get in touch w/ me, I'd like to take 
idvantage of you. (21735 Grand River, Detroit MI 48219) 

Apart from their/his label-hopping prolificness here in the states, 
GATE quietly release 7" vinyl pressings in NZ. I think the label's 
called Precious Metal, but seeing as how all three of the records have 
reen in runs of less than 50, I’ll simply refer to it as Geraldine Scum. I 
~hsh (for your sake) I could say that these little records were not 
worth tracking down, nor the incredulous sums they’d cost, that it was 


all just a sham, but the truth is...let’s just say the truth doesn’t mean 
shit. The 1st two were done & gone some time ago, but this third one 
("Julian Dasper Gate Experience") is "just" "out" & it's the one to 
drool over; a dbl gatefold package, complete w/ hand-screened quasi- 
Hexen graphics, not to mention the debut of a drummer! The feel of 
this one is even more left of center than any previous—less 
guitar/synth noise-slush, less Dead C outtake, more drunk Archie 
Shepp. Only it's wires, wires & drums. It's focused. It's unfocused. It's 
beautiful. (14 Aurora Terrace, Port Chalmers, Otago, New Zealand) 
Easily the most exciting band to streak by in the past 24 hours has 
been HARRY PUSSY. Their two 7'-ers have been anonymous, 
private press deals that swing out pretty hard into the improv/racket 
universe. This latest one—an EP—has so much going for it that 
it's..."gone". A tremendous ear-pinning cross between the 
percussion/string bleed of the Sun City Girls & the lung blast shriek 
of Charles Gayle. Who says you have to have a sax to be one? 
(Ensync; P.O. Box 380621, Miami FL 33238-0621) 

One of the world's newest & best doofus/noise-crud labels is Bulb. 
All three of their releases I've found (COUCH "Haters Of Couch" 
7"EP, PREHENSITE MONKEY-TAILED SKINK 7"EP & 
CORNELIUS GOMEZ 7") are excellent samples of a moderne, high- 
spirited scream-for-life heckling that's capable of levelling all 
'comers. Info on all of these is scant; I get the feeling it's the same 
bunch of knucks on all of 'em, but who cares? In fact, it makes 'em 
that much "better". If Liimanarina, the Amarillo stable, Gum & that 
Waste Sausage comp are the kinds of things that make your pecker go 
"ka-plooie!", then march down to the post office & write Bulb. See if 
they got any other crap lyin' around while you're at it. You're gonna 
need it all. (P.O. Box 8221, Ann Arbor MI 48107-8221) 

That's it. Next time it'll be King Of Siam, Time For Mud, Heathens, 
Ambush Bugs, Bangone Ensemble & the Dicks. Hardcore for the 
people or just a bunch of Commie fags? 


















ROYAL TRUX 
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ROYAL TRUX "Royal Trux" (1st LP reissue) CD 

Admittedly—I never thought a whole lot about Royal Trux until 
fairly recently, but then all I had to go on was the harrowing yet 
completely unlistenable double LP Twin Infinitives, a nightmare 
record so bad yet so revered I can only chalk it up to the whole Lester 
Bangs /A/gta/ Machine Music trip or something to that effect. Many of 
you have undoubtedly been with the winsome ones since the 
mysterious start (1988), but I don't think this first record was allowed 
to be sold on the west coast for I've never even seen nor heard it until 
now. Certainly it was ripe for reissue-this is the loose-in-the-loins, 
revcrbed, unsteady & weaving Trux I'd heard so much about, 
disjointed & altogether puzzling but stitched together just enough to 
keep the guts from completely spilling free. Unlike the California teen 
surf band who went to the East Village in the late 60’s & came back 
strung out & half a rod short of a pole, and then made a record that 
sounds a lot like this one. Royal Trux got strung out first in New 
York, made this record, and then came to California to get strung out 
some more. I think one of the reasons some people might make such a 
big to-do about Neil & Jennifer's alleged heroin problems is because 


their music is such a perfect metaphor for how the 99% of us who 
haven t tried the drug think it might make an already-possessed 
musician sound. "Strung out"-it just suits this disc so well. To say 
that Neil and Jennifer are enigmatic is to state the obvious all-too- 
redundantly, and I'm sure they like it that way, it certainly makes for 
some great promo photographs. 

Anyhow, their earliest avantisms were coiled within their own 
stunning framework that accounted for the garage, surf, and 
experimental strains of rock and roll over the last 30-odd years but 
tacked on a couple vaguely third world-ish exclamation points and 
about eight hundred of their own question marks. My personal 
favorite is "Strawberry Soda", in which the only lyrics I can decipher 
are "Hey Hey/Strawberry soda pop/Hey Hey/Strawberry sodapop/It's 
time to take a soda pop quiz" and which rebuilds primitive-cum- 
progressive conceptions like little else before them. A 7" ("Hero 
Zero") and then Twin Infinitives would be next. (Drag City; P.O. Box 
476867, Chicago IL 60647) 

ROYAL TRUX "Red Tiger/Law Man" 7" 






















- -^cursor for tlie 3rd LP that was to soon follow and a fantastic 
- _ - resides. "Red Tiger" wanders around a ghost of a surreal junk- 
-ritfff 1 and whisps away over five minutes—I think this is where I 
Tthd the words "The Rolling Stones" in connection with the 
u Royal Trux" and that's probably a stretch, but the loose chord 

- zressions & Haggerty's street-addled "soul survivor" vocals might 
_ - something to do with it. "Law Man" is a mighty take on a song 

* sever heard by Jefferson Airplane, all singular throb and forward 

- :n, with Neil & Jennifer vocally sounding together like love just 
m e : keep them there. (Drag City) 

■ : YAL TRUX "Royal Trux" (3rd LP/CD) 

TYe Trux shack up with unhinged rock and roll, pack their bags & 
rr -'-«■» ground running. This came out not very long ago and startled a 
ra with its fluid blues-based desperado overhaul, even taking me 
n - 2 song I heard someone whistling on the bus called "Sun On 
Tbe Run". This & the subsequent tour demonstrated that Neil 

- liberty's an understated guitarist who cooly avoids structural 
Ifca-jffity for the most part and lets you, the listener and/or baffled 
; DBcertgoer, piece together the scattered fragments. Having done that, 
| wow appreciate the man and his work on the until-recently terribly 
-__“_nderstood final Pussy Galore record Historia D e La Music a 
?xt Some of the best tracks ("Move", "Sun On The Run") stumble 
ir-r-kenly along with a glorious log up the rhythmic tailpipe, waiting 
fii i crash & bum that just never happens. Then there's Jennifer— 

* Yu Ls it that Jennifer does?—standing with an imaginary fifth of 

: “lething very toxic in one hand, a leg hoisted up for keeps on a 
tl ::Y:or, other hand down the front of her ladies' jeans and some 
black force keeping her propped up. It's an entrancing sight. 
? socle wouldn't stop yapping about about the "homeless Bardot" for 
w eaks afterward. I say the 3rd is the Trux to get if you must just get 
ice, (Drag City) 


ROYAL TRUX "Steal Yr Face/Gett Off’ 7" 

Then it came time to do the requisite Sub Pop 7" and Royal Trux 
were there. It's partytime on the A-side, a swinging one-eyed bridge 
to another world with a cheap organ & a monkeyhouse guitar riff tag- 
teaming a light out of the darker tunnels of some of their earlier work. 
Around this time they opened a few Mudhoney shows on the east 
coast at that band's request, leading to a fairly surprising acceptance 
to be hated at a few select Lumpenpalooza dates. And if that's the 
kind of move that gets the 'ol gander cooked up I invite you to get 
down & pen a frothing letter to Flipside: I couldn't care less and wish 
I could've seen the band out here again. "Gett Off' is more "up with 
people" than "high on drugs" but like everything involved with this 
band a dangerous statement like that is very, very relative. (Sub Pop; 
P.O. Box 20645, Seattle WA 98102) 

ROYAL TRUX "Cats And Dogs" LP/CD 
The latest album finds the Trux sharpened up and splattering their 
brushes in all sorts of conceptual directions; the opening "Teeth" is a 
cloudy eyes-closed exile in & around the white man's blues—o what a 
cross he bears—that busts a move & burps up a squealing slide-gtr 
break pretty much whenever the mood strikes it. This is then followed 
with maybe the best rock-n-roll song they've written, 'The Flag", w/ 
joint vocals one half-beat behind the other's & another third-beat 
behind the music. The slide ornaments Haggerty's flip-off finger 
throughout this disc and like evil hoodoo it creates a slumming 
formless haze one moment & a freakout the next. Sonically Royal 
Trux are harnessing up to some kind of internal balance beam (rumor 
has it they've now got the straight edge) but I doubt they're quite 
ready to stand up & be counted as such; it's their confidence in their 
own abilities to control this lowbrow experiment that shines proud & 
makes this one sound like an essential period piece for the dawning of 
a new explorative era with new veins to fill. (Drag City) 
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THE DEVIL DOGS 

Brand New LP "Saturday 
Night Fever" Also: 
"Devil Dogs". 16-song 
DEBUT LP / "BIG BEEF 

Bonanza” mlp/"We Three 
Kings" MLP/ "30 Sizzling 
Slabs" CD 
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THE NEW BOMB TURNS 

Their debut LP/CD 
* "DESTROY-OH-BOY" 

The best punk rock 
LP EVER!! 2ND LP/CD 
April '94. 


THE PLEASURE FUCNERS 

"Supper Star" CD. sex¬ 
ist SLOB-PUNK OUTBURST 
FROM MADRID. ALSO: 
"SNAKEBITE" 7" 
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- 3-SONG 7" 
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FIED PUNK-ABILLY GUT- 
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THE MIGHTY CAESARS 

’English Punk Rock Explosion" LP. "John 
Lennon's corpse Revisited" LP. "Surely 
THEY WERE THE SONS OF GOD" LP/33-SONG 

IHEE HEADGOATS 
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THE RAUNCH HANDS 

"PAYDAY" LP / "HAVE A 
SWIG” MLP / "FUCK ME 
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ROOTS MASHING ROCKERS 
OF ALL TIME. 


USA: 
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CANADA: 
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The fine "Groupes Moderne" 

- RAUNCH HANDS - "FUCK ME STUPID" LP $7/ CD $10. 
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"Saturday Night Fever" lp $7 

- NEW BOMB TURKS - "DESTROY-OH-BOY" LP $7 / CD $10 

- GORIES - "OUTTA HERE" LP $7 / CD $1 0 
-JON SPENCER BLUES EXPLOSION - "CRYPT STYLE" LP $7 $.7 5 each 

- PLEASURE FUCKERS - "SUPPER STAR" CD $10 additional 

"Snakebite" 7" $3 it|am mi c * 

- LAZY COWGIRLS - 3-SONG 7” $3 otnvn 

- MIGHTY CAESARS - "ENGLISH PUNK ROCK EXPL." LP $7. UWLT ' 1 

"John Lennon's Corpse" LP $7, "Surely They Were The 
Sons of God” LP $7. 33-song CD $10 

- HEADCOATS - "EARL'S OF SUAVEDOM" LP $7. "BEACH BUMS 

Must Die" LP $7. Both LP's on one CD $10 Al , nTl4i: n 

- NINE POUND HAMMER - "MUD. BLOOD.BEERS” LP $7, 

"Smokin' Taters" LP $7. both Lp's on one CD $10 countries: 
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To receive their 52- 
page mail-order 
catalogue. 


PLUMBING "Fusebox" cassette 

This tape was thrust into my jacket pocket in Philadelphia while I 
was preoccupied with high-fiving and slapping backs at a Claw 
Hammer show—turns out Plumbing have rocketed forward from the 
puttering-out of the two-singles-very-great Monkey 101, and are dead 
set on keeping their frenzied & wired melody chain unbroken with 
additional hooks & spasms that I must say even holds a candle to 
"French Feelings" at times. Paul K.’s voice is way good and rough 
enough as cover for this kind of glowingly idiosyncratic indie-guitar 
spurting and I figure itH go over the heads of all but a careful few. 
Let’s make sure you’re not among them. And by the way, we don’t 
review cassettes. (Paul K./Papa Popov; 200 Sumac Street, 
Philadelphia PA 19128) 

TERMINALS Touch" LP 

Quite a few years in the offing for this record and Tm just glad it’s 
finally in my hands. There are a couple few-and-far-between times 
when the Terminals sound a little too much like exceedingly 
European waltzing matildas to rate in the absolute upper echelon of 
lowest-fidelity synth & squall sound-atomics, but then they pull off a 
creepy crawling time-warp like 'Twilight Environment" & it’s all I 
can do to think of anyone else who quakes likes this. The Dead C, 
Skullflower & Circle X at their best have a similar disregard for 
spatial coordinates, but they rumble down an uglier & more skittish 
faultline and the Terminals could still at this point be said to be 
practicing songsmiths, with a jaunty tune in their heads and an 
irregular flutter in their hearts. A good portion of this studio waxing 
was found on the live Xpressway cassette Disease . and that synth still 
"sounds like it was made out of baling wire and thimbles (the way all 
good synthesizers must)". Bearing in mind their sometimes drugged 
otherworldliness combined w/ their darkest pop leanings, these 
fellows really ought to get down & tackle Roxy Music's "Both Ends 
Burning" hard and fast—now wouldn't that just be the mostl 
(Raffinond; Herkomstr. Ill, 8910 Landsberg GERMANY) 

VARIOUS ARTISTS "Bloodstains Across California" boot LP 

Wow—a big-deal bomb blast of late 70's/early 80's California 
uberpunk, part two of a series that had us in the vastly inferior state of 
Texas last time. The riches of the era are such that, jesus, where do 
you begin? The heaviest hitters (i.e. Crime, Urinals, Germs, 
Avengers, Dils, Bags, Weirdos, etc.) now have their collected artillery 
available either on well-circulated repro/bootlegs or on posthumous 
comps so this thing's more the numerous one-spurt wonders or tiny- 
run 7”-ers that bubbled under. Like, how can anyone argue with ore 
like the Maggots' "(Let's Get, Let's Get) Tammy Wynette” and 
terribly-sung female lyrics along the lines of "Kick her teeth 
out/Crush her face in/Notify her next of kin"? Other hustlers include 
San Diego's Injectors and their stumbling, one-take "Prison Walls"; 
"Midget" by SFs VKTMS—still-going-strong punk leather queen 
Olga DeVolga (Vktms, Vs., Lewd) was sighted a few weeks ago 
playing solo as The Mechanical Bride if you can believe it-and the 
aggro surf-bop of The Gears "Hard Rock". Unlike the latest couple 
Killed By Deaths or the Texas edition of this there's nothing at all un¬ 
boss on here and I yet again hoist a round for the individual(s) 
responsible. (Bootleg; no address) 

KENT 3 "Chromies" 7"EP 

Wire? The Fall ? I sure can't hear it, but clean-cut Hawaiian-shirt 
wearers insist that these action men are Seattle's top berserk-punk 
newcomers at the moment and who are we to argue? Bag Of 
Hammers, always first in line for the Seattle teen rumble gang-bang, 
bring us the inaugural of many Kent 3 singles (& upcoming CD on 
Empty) full of freshly-shaven pint-in-one-hand exuberance which 
sounds more like the New Bomb Turks banging out a Mighty Caesars 
tribute record to me. Much more lively & buzzing ("X-Ray Dave" 
esp.) than the other 7" on Generic I've heard. Pull the Viewmaster 
level & they’re playing Gilman Street for a couple of ginger ales but 
through this lens they-dare I say— excite me. (Bag Of Hammers; P.O. 
Box 928, Seattle WA 98111) 

MIKE REP AND THE QUOTAS "Stupor Hiatus" LP 

I guess if you lay low & kick up a decent racket long enough you 
can earn "legendary" status without a great deal of effort—Mike 






















SF SEALS 

' er/Amrep/Mike Hummers pretty damn close, amassing a shoebox 
f_L of tapes from a bedroom career that hurtles back at least as far as 
& undoubtedly longer, as well as having a name that's only 
ilcrwed to be whispered with great awe among the Columbus 
cc znescenti. This record could've and should’ve come out as several 
deap 7-inch sound recordings over the years, but to my knowledge 
rely the joyously distorted-to-extremes "Rocket To Nowhere" & 
*War Of The Worlds" were released previously, in the late 70's 
- here’s the annoying feedback mindfuck "Quasar"?). The 
rrmemade, consistantly low-fidelity Velvets-like approach is such a 
given (to varying degrees) on each track that it's a guessing game 
whether one or the other's from 75 or '92. Above all Hummel had & 
sail has a firm pull on the thread that winds through some of the 
rzrker & more twisted genius of our last 20 years as humans, be it 
VU, Verlaine/Lloyd, Mirrors/Rocket From The Tombs/E. Eels, 

' rrdcal Slit, No New York -e ra aplomb & more recent prog- and/or 
rish-based garage music. You've got to hand it to the man for not 
-jrowing up his hands & burning out and to Siltbreeze for bringing it 
to .he people. (Siltbreeze; P.O. Box 53297, Philadelphia PA 19105) 


photo: Sherri Scott 

melodies that lift and hum in perfect balance to her own voice—that's 
why they call them singer/songwriters—but Manning has escaped 
ghettoization there for a remarkable knack at melding a higher plain 
of offbeat strum consciousness with winsome loner pop basics that 
bring it all into a 90's context faster than you can say "chanteuse". 
And when she rattles off deeply-felt influences from The Fall to 
Burma to Flying Nun artistes to the Sun City Girls it all makes a little 
concrete sense. 

Bassist Michelle C emu to will always be a heroine around our 
offices for being the creator & singer of her old band Weenie Roast’s 
"Flowerpot" (which the Seals do/did live from time to time)—a simple 
churning pleasure w/ exquisite lyrics written by her dad—and she 
takes the lead on "Nowherica", an uptempo unpatriotic jangle that's 
more representative of the band's aggresive live whoosh of sound. 
"Being Cheated" is another of Manning's vanquished cracked-heart 
gems a la "8s" or "Never Park" and she's got a crammed handful more 
that'll one day be part of that long-player I’ve been impatiently 
waiting for her to make. Any sugar daddies in the audience? (Sub 
Pop; P.O. Box 20645, Seattle WA 98102) 


MIKE REP AND THE QUOTAS "Quit Talking And Start 
Chalking" 7"EP 

These three tracks are taken from a trebly/shitstatic '92 practice 
irx and are as fine if not superior to the bulk of the LP. "Old 3C" is a 
-f ir-6-minute cover of a Great Plains number (whom Rep used to 
play with from time to time) that's got abject despair wound tight into 
a downward spiral of hotwired guitar & Rep yelping like he's just 
reen branded w/ the red-hot licking stick we used to all be so scared 
of. The others are charged with the energy & fire of men five years 
> ranger and if you can imagine a Supercharger/Terminals hybrid, 
well, go on ahead. (Siltbreeze; P.O. Box 53297, Philadelphia PA 
19105) 

ST SEALS "Nowherica/Being Cheated" 7" 

I don’t really know what the story is now that none of these folks 
save Barbara Manning are in the band any longer, but I admired her 
efforts to promote the old SF Seals as a "group" offing, not the least 
:: which involved forcefully dropping "Barbara Manning And The" 
from the marquee whenever possible. I'm in awe of her ability to craft 


BARBARA MANNING & FLOPHOUSE "B4 We Go Under/I 
Love You 1000 Ways" 7" 

Here we encounter a lusher & wider-sounding Manning record, 
with the Flophouse fellas doing a fine job backing up on Bats and 
Lefty Frizzell covers (yes, that's what I said). Allow me to go off for a 
second on The Bats—I think I now understand the minor hubbub over 
them & why a certifiable talent like Manning's would lend itself to 
not one but two covers of their work. I saw a most entrancing set of 
theirs here in SF very recently, a number or two of which were 
dedicated to an unfortunately touring Barbara Manning, who had 
beamingly opened for them w/ the SF Seals here last year. "B4 We 
Go Under" sounds almost identical to the subtle good vibe I received 
from them (not so much a cover as a song written by R. Scott for 
Manning to sing) so here’s to the whole posse and their mutual 
admirations. (Teen Beat; P.O. Box 50373, Washington IX! 20091) 

GAUNT "Whitey The Man" 10"EP 

That Gaunt would agree with my capitulation of the mighty Pagans 
as the be-all and end-all in the grand and flowing history of rough- 









hewn punk rock garage music, enough even to record a seeming 
tribute record makes me feel very close & warm with them right now. 
I’m only halfway facetious w/ burners like "USA" knocking off 
chunks of "Haven't Got The Time" like it's no big deal, not only 
lyrically but with the same splaying & scorching ferocity of The 
Pagans' meanest work. Obviously the inner pilot flame is cut from a 
similar cloth on "Jim Motherfucker", an anthem of "Street Where 
Nobody Lives" or "Solitary Confinement" proportions w/ a howling 
multi tracked guitar buzz & meticulous 4/4 drumbeat sparked by 
production that finds a delicious purgatory nestled between hi- and lo- 
fi. Sometimes they're given to bold & overly presumtuous statements 
like "Punks don’t wear silly watches"-I mean only if you say so-but 
who can blame them for a big head. This is total action. C mon, 
everybody now, "Hey Jim, you fucked up with Bettina...". (Thnll 
Jockey; Box 1527, Peter Stuyvesant Station, New York NY 10009) 

GAUNT "GoodBadHappySad/Quality Of Armor" 7" 

I'm way high & gettin' gnarly on a punk rock vibe after watching 
Gaunt fill a room with the straight-plowing buzz of ages twice on 
their tour w/ the New Bomb Turks, and they’ve gone from being just 
another kinda cool Datapanik grinder to being one of our country's 
pillars of garage punk shitfire. The mind reels-I love the Turks & all 
but this is one of the most exciting bands I’ve witnessed in a, um, 
well, a coon’s age. Both sides here are testimonials-one blazing & 
cranked to the gills w/ forward-motion guitar heft & the other a fairly 
melodious cut-to-the-quick cover of a recent Guided By Voices 
number. I could use a heck of a lot more & w/ a bunch of fine labels 
ponying up to let out more of Gaunt’s backlog they ought to be front 
& center for a few more months where they belong so jesus, mary & 
joseph. let the good times pour. (Bag Of Hammers; P.O. Box 928, 
Seattle WA 98111) 

GAUNT "Jim Motherfucker/Spine" 7" 

The earlier, sketchier, uglier "Jim" w/ pre-reshuffled lyrics, 
backed with a song reminiscent of the earlier, sketchier, uglier Gaunt 
that time has since left behind in favor of the goddamn warhorses of 
late ’93 that tore up at least two stages in Seattle and San Francisco & 
undoubtedly more. Reissued on crazy yellow wax so that we may all 
cop the feel that's oh-so real. (Get Hip; P.O. Box 666, Canonsburg 
PA 15317) 


DOLOMITE "...Of The Angels" LP/CD 

Midwestern weirdos who found a home on an LA-cum- 
Minneapolis label and left-fielded this jarring descent into 
deconstructed rakery that seems to have escaped the heralding it 
deserves. I get the feeling that if they wrote 10 "songs" as skittering & 
wildly disjointed as the opening "Ich Dien X Men" you'd hear the 
shrieks of the eternally ugly-grasping all the way from Bellingham to 
the Keys—this song sputters jazz-like around a steady constant, roiling 
bassline w/ the creepiest slide guitar noises fading here & there until 
the whole fragile mess explodes into a tortured free-for-all with a 
bunch of shouting & swerving before returning to an original idea 
that's been so thoroughly fucked with that it's just gotta end, so end it 
does. For the most part the rest of the disc explores variations on 
musical stabs toyed around with in this track: there’s punk rock, 
there's big sheets of noise, there's some disturbingly quiet interludes 
and if I had a complaint to lodge it's that this is too short (20-some- 
odd minutes, no more). They've proven after a misfire of a 7" that 
their seizures can approach the time & space-defying and it's now up 
to the kids to stand together & unite to demand more. (Fiasco; P.O. 
Box 34416, Los Angeles CA 90034) 

DUMMIES 'Tm Going To HeU/Ruraiin' Around" 7" 

More grotty lobotomy slop from a label that's earned your eternal 
respect for a short history of same—this one like a busted tube-amp 
version of the Weirdos' comeback shows or brawling & supremely 
distorted Rancid Vat or how about a methamphetamined Psychotic 
Tumbuckles, w/ the story being that the label's president was so 
warmed by a promo snap of the band passed out around a litter of 
beer cans that he inked them posthaste, and the result is this mastered- 
to-the-max 45.1 think I once felt like this was the direction Fearless 
Leader were going to fly but they got so concerned w/ erecting 6-foot 
peni on stage & letting chickens loose that it never quite happened. 
You know now that I think about it, maybe that’s really OK. (Bag Of 
Hammers; P.O. Box 928, Seattle WA 98111) 

TRASH "On And On With Lou Reed/A Short Poem With The Voice 
Of William Burroughs In Mind" 7" 

It's really a small world after all in New Zealand's tightly-knit 
commune of who-needs-production 4-track superstars—I recognize 
the names Cahill, Blucher & Yeats from other NZ/Xpressway items 



GAUNT 
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— too tired to research now & obviously they're just as adept at 
—r —? names as I. "On & On" is out of the gates in no time at all, a 
. lire'smattering of rocket-fueled punk rock with telepathically 
vocals over the clatter keeping everything in not-altogether- 
ssaxuc order. Musicians from thataway seem to be all alone at 
,V -s - j lingering string-scrape guitar noise digs to burst for more 
—i— i few token seconds—a stupendous sound that envelops its corner 
room on both sides while the rhythm & drum propulsion 
. on by. Blucher’s trumpet tries to poke a 'lil hole in "A 

Zijr. Poem...”, fmds a measure of incidental breathing room amongst 
=2 of no-bass white feedback and beats a hasty retreat upon sight 
s i . 00 thy werepig w/ a taste for brass. Just pure, beautiful havoc. 
v r . World Of Sound; P.O. Box 4634, Highland Park NJ 08904) 

. IRSLS "Let’s Electrify!" CD-EP 
Z-~arist & vocalist Richard Baluyet sings his songs a lot like the 
r- Mr. Roger Miller sang his, and Versus have been known to soar 
ir --tes like vintage Mission Of Burma. Okay, cool. Mission 
iccccnplished. Now: what a fine little 6-song document of wiry & 
eloping rock music we have. Friendly people, friendly music, 
rrcc times, smiling faces, loving friends—Versus are a NYC trio 
reetc somehow of the band Flower that I remember liking in the mid- 
80's, now bent on recapturing & e-x-t-e-n-d-i-n-g Burma’s high 

— jrjd of abstract/angular pop noise. This record's the fruition of the 

possibilities they knocked at on their two fine singles-there’s 
1 =r*U sort of polish on the production that allows Bayulet to spray 
fire for a good one-third of "Seaweed Rising" without making 
»-— sound like the overwrought guitar hero he just might be. "That 
Gone”, sung by female vocalist/bassist Fontaine Toups, is first- 
- 1 :; energy/pop clamor like the Barbara Manning who wrote 
rnpathy Wreath" & "Strawman" with a pound more punch & 
—W -.-iic swerving. Sounds like love is the drug and she needs to 
iccre. Let's hope the alternative A&R gang can keep from 
rrjrifesting their tentacles around this bunch for just a few more 
—r-w (Remora; 272 East 3rd #1, New York NY 10009) 

JCSY BOYFRIENDS 'Tm Not Fascinating" LP 

•- the defocused and increasingly cliquish hardcore scene here in 
_* Francisco it's sorta refreshing to find a band without a klan to 
-jT-, around them nor a care as to how to do it. They write songs, the 
. -_ 5 ajg good, and a few sharp-looking, alcohol-imbibing, 

— i-wardly-mobile youngsters are finally moseying closer to 
-^s-T smble the puzzle for themselves. I've always championed their 
ra^snent skiffle music as a crude psychotic mess of 60's punk loser 
-iccrds. Electric Eels ungodly primitivism & a whole bunch of bad 

-ball penis & vagina-type comedy; let’s also say that while their 
cr :' « had four tracks each, their album has 21. And it's just great. 

rm nre, I challenge any pretend wildman drummers to a nude 
~ ;-~ghi with the Boyfriends' Anthony Bedard—the alltime duke of 
-rc-cares-about-my-fucking-kit drumming earldom—and well see 
wao really knows when it’s time to rock. Recently members of the 
-jr- - were spotted smoking illegal marijuana cigarettes with a kingpin 

— die Warner Brothers A&R department after a show-you've 
— —»mi y come a long way, baby. (Past It Records; P.0. Box 426050, 
Se: Francisco CA 94142) 

ICKY BOYFRIENDS / LEATHER UPPERS split 7" 

Tne Ickies' "Toenails” cops some crazy distorted Kinks riff for 
Irr'jin Jon Swift's lyrical shrimping fantasies-long a live "staple", it 
: = now be enjoyed by the fire, by the pool, on top, in the middle, 
v—rever. "Skitty” is likely the hindmost of the ancient 18 Sycamore 
S-. recordings to make it to vinyl but no reason to count on it-the 
rod is nothing if not at odds with button-down methods & manners. 
Tae Leather Uppers are a retard garage/slop duo from Toronto 
±ums, guitar—guitar, drums) with the musical questions "Are you 
r-scy to rock n' roll tonight?" and "Is everybody high?" tatooed on 
~e~T synapses. Let's just say I needed a needle and some fuckin 
_—:ad after their legendary 6th Street Rendezvous appearance a 
rccple years ago. "Came Mysterioso" is sure neat but the Uppers 
to be viewed in person for full perverse effect. Bring a wine 
=clex. (Past It/Famous Records; Past It: listed above; Famous: P.O. 
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Box 32, Station P, Toronto, Ontario M5S 2S6, CANADA) 

REALLY RED “Really Red” CD 

A righteous comp of 95% of the career recordings or somewhere 
thereabouts of this fine hyperactive Texas bunch, who lunged 
headlong through the late 70’s/early 80’s with rotten batteries on their 
shoulders, daring whomsoever to knock 'em down & who kept the fur 
flying for a few good years. They wormed out of the semi-restrictive 
formula buzz-punk straightjacket often enough with fairly 
mishmashed results-10 some-odd years down the line I’ve got to give 
the lone star bone to both the Big Boys & Dicks, who mined other 
wired headspun melodics/basslappin'/non-core terrain w/ a mite more 
dead-on accuracy than these guys, but come on now-”No More Art” 
and "Prostitution" and "I Was A Teenage Fuckup"--classic eyes-wide 
punk throttle that totally nailed it, and they didn't cop out & sail off to 
Frisco like some of their shitty peace/hardcore brethren. 32 tracks, 
almost two full LP's and the great New Stri ngs For Old Puppets ; EP, 
all in one neat package, all packaged neatly just for you. (Angry 
Neighbor; P.O. Box 66462, Houston TX 77266) 

STATICS "Hey Hey" 7"EP 

A right-way-pointed trio of Seattle teen titans who re the 
Philadelphia Phillies of this season’s mono raunch divisional race- 
worst to first in the time it took to make two singles, so very much 
more aware of the equipment required to retool direct-hit party time 
garage shit than the same greenhorns flailing around in the no-clue 
slobber of the first one. While it’s highly odd that of any Supercharger 
song they'd want to plow through it'd be the one the Mummies 
already tried, think of where your frame of reference was at 18. 
Maybe you'd have picked "Baba O’Reilly"; maybe I'd have tried a 
little Rock Of The 80's. They’ll be low-tech champs for the next few 
years unless for some reason they decide to straighten their lives out. 
(Super-Electro; P.O. Box 16606, Seattle WA 98116) 
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GORILLA "Stuck On You/Hollywood" 7" 

Another total wash-the-walls winner from Seattle gentlemen with 
proclaimed allegiance to good drink & lots of ’em and who’ve yet to 
inch anywhere near a letdown a good four singles into the game. Last 
year's Bag Of Hammers 7" was an understated race to the glory hop 
fmish line & this one drinks from the same moat, speedy and wild & 
fun like all get out. They’re using the keyboards in a more weapon¬ 
like manner (i.e. as an upstanding lead instead of guitar) than ever 
before but I don’t want to make too big a deal of it because it’s really 
not. Both sides (esp. ’’Hollywood") will surely make you want to pull 
off your slacks and have a big party and there’s never been anything 
wrong with that. (Thrill Jockey; P.O. Box 1527, Peter Stuyvesant 
Station, New York NY 10009) 

GORILLA "Deal With It" LP/CD 
Much like the Fall-Outs, Gorilla have released a solid LP that slips 
a notch or two below the mark set by their razor's edge dnmkrock 
45's, but certainly basks in the warm glow of their best work & makes 
you think that at this stage they're probably one of the best raw singles 
bands around & just not wholly "compatible with the long-playing 
format" or something. Which says nothing about nothing, just that I 
craved the whole hog & got the piglet, right? The singer man's yelling 
all sorts of stuff over loud farfisa ivory-tickling (courtesy chief 
surgeon Drew McRoberts, who's been known to answer beeper 
trauma calls on stage & beat a hasty exit, drunk & still in grungewear) 
as well as tempest-in-a-teacup guitar/bass/drums, and watching it live 
at their grueling tour's end here in SF in August was a blast & a half, 
just as I'd figured. The drummer did a little twist atop his drum chair 
every so often during a song & I remember a lot of smiles and a lot of 
laughter. "Stuck On You" & "Zero Street" and a half-dozen 60's- 
inspired others would've made for a mammoth EP so if you can 
swallow a couple hard lumps you're tough enough for this almost- 
champion LP. (Thrill Jockey; P.O. Box 1527, Peter Stuyvesant 
Station, New York NY 10009) 

CUPID CAR CLUB "Cupid Car Club, M.P." 7 ”EP 
The front-cover suicide tips were pretty neat but the record is even 
better— a startlingly berzerk spazz-happy thoroughbred punk rock 
record in fact, with just a whole mess of shouting & bashing and 
wide-eyed raw human activity throughout. Some of these folks are 


longtime DC geek/punk mafiosi with bands Tm not sure I've ever 
heard (for lack of wanting to, to be real honest) & we should all hope 
that this is not being looked upon internally as someone's side project 
"Edge Of The Envelope" especially busts out with a shoot-the-moon 
burst of twin guitar, and the coquette with the lollipop on the back 
cover bleats out background vocals with such overboard you-gotta- 
have-pep enthusiasm that, hey, I believe, sister. IT1 bet there's a lot of 
worn floorboards on stages where these ragers have trod—a fiesta w/ 
the Red Aunts and a big fat keg of Falstaff would be real nice to have 
someday. I’d never want to grow up. (Kill Rock Stars; 120 State Ave. 
NE #418, Olympia WA 98501) 

FLY ASHTRAY "Let’s Have Some Crate" 10"EP 

Last issue’s cover stars charge back w/ their best & surely most 
representative piece of left-field mulched skullduggery yet. I can see 
someone daring them to cross "Pictures Of Matchstickmen" with 
"Beach Blanket Bongout" and by gum, they could up & do it 'cause 
they’re just that special kind of band. They’re infintely capable of 
extracting the glow of 60's Brit-jangle and frolicking with the 
gremlins & trolls down the Mersey highway, but they pump it up & 
raise the stakes w/ their own bizarre drown-with-me astral ambiance 
that hints at a much darker & exotic seeing eye calling the shots and 
which puts a good deal of cohesion out to pasture. They're still 
chiming away with the burden of being one of America's best-kept 
closet secrets; honestly, we tried and so should you. (Hemiola: 35 
Bambrough Street, Leeds LS4 2QY ENGLAND; Fly Ashtray: P.O. 
Box 1176, Cooper Sq. Station, New York NY 10276) 

VIRGINIA DARE "Six Songs" 10"EP 

Autoharp + gently pulsating whammy/slide guitar + the sweetest 
voice I've heard since my dad would bounce me on his knee & sing 
Emmylou Harris = my favorite new' local band, hands down. They 
recently charmed the Nuf Sed debutante's ball at the Covered Wagon 
by beginning w/ the sparsest of drum backbeats—I'm talking virtually 
nonexistent—and watercoloring in a steadily gleaming pop canvas that 
freely soared & flickered with the swells in harpstress Mary O'Neil's 
voice. If I had to pull at the easiest toothpick I'd tag their record as the 
cunningly winsome sister to the latest batch of B. Manning releases, 
but maybe I really oughta let you call it. Here, here's the address: (Nuf 
Sed; P.O. Box 591075, San Francisco CA 94159) 





MAY ALSO FIND YOURSELF ENJOYING 
IITIONAL NEW RECORDINGS OR RELEASES BY 
rZEiZ FINE ARTISTS AS MUCH AS I DID: Candy Apples, 
_~ildish, Chrome Cranks, Circle X, Cloiter, Deep Funnels Of 
~ :cmp, Deluxx, Devil Dogs, Fall-Outs, Finger, Flaming Lips, 
-~nirrr.es. Fuse, Gaunt, Gorls, Guided By Voices, Half Japanese, 
fcacr Pussy, Heazelwood, Jungle Exotica comp, Kill-Devil-Hill, 
- J v Death Vol 5 & 7 comps, Making Losers Happy comp, 
1 --: i Normal, Nightkings, New Bomb Turks, Pin Group, Prehensite 
I knckev-Tailed Skink, Pu get Power Vol. 4 comp. Red Aunts, 
Sinister Six, Steel Wool, Terminals, Tortoise, Trash, 
Tzmmris Water, Gregg Turkington, Vertigo, Void, Workdogs, and 
ne Z -7 Code Rapists. 
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BOOKS 



1 - _ ERT PALMER Deep Blues (1981, Penguin Books) 

jt hopes of moving glacially from blues poseur to blues know-it-all 
* se irre I read through NY Times music honcho Robert Palmer’s late 

: :.rme on the origins and strengthening of Mississippi Delta blues 
mad bow the tentacles of possibly the most distinctly American form 
n truest, soul-struggling music eventually shot up into Chicago & 
■SDKS :he south and mideast to mutate into a simple, raw electrified 
«£ md much later into the tepid B.B. King-inspired festival blues 
wmast heard today. This is foremost a reference book written by 
m. “cone who not only worships the musical achievements and near- 
m tfric reputations of blues' founding fathers but who resists the 
■prions tantalization (seen on liner notes of countless reissues) to 
)Md these men into unreachable superhuman icons. Certainly there's 

■ — riling almost scary in listening to the awesome Robert Johnson’s 
---.itched versatility (famous dope eater Keith Richards was 
- or. ing down in the loo w/ Brian Jones & asked him "'Oo's that?' 
: : rert Johnson'. 'I said, "Yeah, but who’s the other guy playing with 
mu? . Because I was actually hearing two guitars, and it took me a 

- £ time to realize he was actually doing it by himself' — from 
: mbert Johnson-The Complete Recordings box-set booklet), but 
~ liner, while celebrating the oft-heard pact w/ Satan that Johnson 
vrposedly made, avoids lionizing him for anything more than his 
^credible eerie, lonely recordings. Which, when you get down to it, 

■ ilmost all we have to go by when constructing a framework for 
:x^s' early masters. 

They lived on plantations in northwest Mississippi and spent much 
: heir time barnstorming across & around the deep moonshine- 
: iked south, leaving little and collecting less. I discovered the music 
: f Charlie Patton mere months before reading this book and Palmer's 
: - sgesis of what he could piece together of Patton's rough life is so 
: icitingly rendered & gave me such a heartfelt respect for the man's 
imiiis and showmanship that this book was more or less read in 
_sndem w/ the Yazoo Charlie Patton CD's humming in the 
: nkground (see slobbering johnny-come-lately review elsewhere). 
? ifrner made it quite clear to me for the first time how much this 
—usic has since its dawn been about liberally borrowing from the 
Lcfrniques and phrases of the greats before you, be it actual lines 
from the standard A-A-B country blues scheme or slide-guitar 
lEdniques nicked from Patton, Johnson or Son House. He documents 
fre great 1930's delta migration northward to Chicago and how the 
7 liintive folk blues became electrified there vis-a-vis delta expatriates 
Tke Muddy Waters and led to whitey's discovery of a form of music 
-t could no longer ignore. It became semi-commercialized in the 
::rth of Robert Lockwood & Sonny Boy Williamson's King Biscuit 
Time radio show, which provided the south & mideast's blacks with 
Tie opportunity to hear the mid-period masters right smack in their 
: wn homes, and fueled the spread of a music that would gently warp 
not much thereafter into, that's right kids, rock and roll. 

Palmer finishes up w/ an account of the big-time blues revival & 
newfound worship of the early pioneers in the 1960's, and of the 
subsequent flourishing of 2nd-generation bluesmen i.e. King, Howlin' 
Wolf and the brilliant Hound Dog Taylor. For me the later chapters 
didn't quite have the vibrancy of the first few due mostly to the fact 
fr.at the early Delta blues holds far more mystery inasmuch as its 


figures will forever be judged by history as larger than life and that 
their music came from the most meager of pre-depression 
circumstances. Palmer wrote Deep Blues with an appropriate 
reverence for its players and for the nurturing culture of the Delta and 
the book has sent me into the Arhoolie and Yazoo bargain bins far 
more often than is financially healthy. (625 Madison Avenue; New 
York NY 10022) 

ZE'EV CHAFETS Devil's Nieht And Other True Tales Of Detroit 
(1991, Vintage Books) 

Chafets grew up in Detroit and went away to Israel for quite a few 
years; when he came back he found a city completely in tatters, with 
its defining social event being the night before Halloween, when 
professional, amateur & spirit-of-the-moment arsonists get together 
for an unwitting celebration of their city's gradual decay & 
abandonment. Fire junkies just love Devil's Night and apparently 
travel from states & countries miles away for the perverse spectacle 
of watching America's once-industrial giant bum to the ground and 
eat itself alive. 

The author is a journalist who is very astute at getting the crucial 
interviews and asking the pointed questions but perhaps not as 
successful at interpreting as he is objectively relaying a body of 
information. Perhaps a little too objectively, it seems, as he has the 
chance to take on & lambaste Detroit's mayor & bar-none political 
patronage champion Coleman Young and backs off with a couple of 
tossed asides and written snickers. However, a simple presentation of 
the facts & players is not of itself a bad thing; my understanding of 
Detroit before reading this book (and later actually visiting) was as an 
abandoned demilitarized zone ringed by upper-middle class-to-rich 
white suburbs hostile to those inside the actual city—turns out that 
Chafets confirms and builds upon the racial/class division that is 
basically summed up as Detroit blacks vs. resentful suburban whites 
too scared to cross Eight-mile & perhaps rightfully so, but he also 
brings out a resurgent movement within the city to present a new 
Detroit to the immediate and further outside worlds, a black-run 
Detroit that looks after its own and is not afraid to admit its mistakes. 

This is an underlying sense of hope that picks this book up about 
two-thirds of the way through, after we've read ad nauseam of Murder 
City’s drug killings; about the white flight, job flight, and flights of 
reason in government; and of the resigned frustrations of those toward 
the remaining Detroit power structure overlorded by Young and its 
complete indifference to the town’s decline. Chafets documents the 
institutions that are combating Detroit's apathy—the churches, the 
young government officials, even the music history that everyone 
seems to agree signaled a much more harmonious era for Detroit. 
Some of the new-Detroiters take on almost martyr-like characteristics 
and it's not difficult to applaud their desire to erect a true community- 
based black-owned & operated metropolis. Can you imagine if 
Detroit actually rescued & reconstructed itself from being the broken 
& defeated city it is today? I highly recommend this book along with 
Mike Davis' similar tome on Los Angeles, City Of Quartz (reviewed 
last issue) as two differently approached views on America's dying 
megacities and what the future may hold if we’re not careful enough 
to pay attention to them now, while they and all the possibilities they 
hold still exist. 
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"It's ace's when It's brought home as choice as this" - SUPER DOPE 

"One of the most underrated bands lurking beneath the rotted corpse of 
Hollywood's so called scene" ■ YOUR FLESH 

"They're a surf band lacking imagination” - BAM 

"There definately is’nt anything else like them out there" - FLIPSIDE 
"Trash Can School are nothing short of brilliant" - LEMON 
"Seventies influenced remedial rock" - HYPE 

"Trash Can School is presently the best band in L.A."- ALTERNATIVE PRESS 


VOLUME WAR. THE SECOND ALBUM FROM TRASH CAN SCHOOL • CD / LP AVAILABLE NOW. 
. . AND IF YOU MISSED THE DEBUT, "SICK JOKES AND WET DREAMS" BUY THAT TOO ! 

★ SYMPATHY FOR THE RECORD INDUSTRY ★ 








MAIL ORDER. LP/CS S7 - CD $ i 2 

STORES: WE DEAL DIRECT! 212 995 5882 FAX 995 5883 
MATADOR RECORDS 676 BROADWAY NEW YORK NY 10012 













THINGS WE DID THIS SUMMER 
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mv old drunk friend 7 
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